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STUDIESl 



STUDIES.* 



THE TRAGEDY OP CORREGGIO. 

January ai-2i. 

While ran^ng my German books tihiB morning] 
I fell npon the "Correg^o" of Oeblensclilager, 
and ^ Die Scbnld " of Milliner ; and I read both 
fhrongb carefully. The former pleased me moref 
the latter stnick me less^ than when I read them 
both for the first time a year ago. 

One despairs of nothing since the success of 
''Ion;'* but would it be possible, think you, that 
the tragedy of " Correg^o " could be exhibited in 
England with any thing like the success it met 
with in Germany ? Here — in England I mean — 
it might indeed ^*Jit audience find, though /cw," 
but would it meet with the same sympathy? — 
would it even be endured with common patience 
by a mixed audience — such as hailed its appear- 
ance in Germany ? 

Here is a tragedy, of which the pervading inter- 
est is not low ambition and the pride of kings ; nor 

* Ingments of a Jonntal addressed to a Friend, written dm*- 
kg fbs author's residence In Canada, and first published In 188B 
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love, nor terror, nor murder, Dor the rivalsliip of 
princes, nor the fall of dynasties, nor any of thr 
nsual forms of tra^c incident, — but art, high art 
—its power as deyeloped -mthin the individua* 
Boul, — its influence on the minds of others. Thi« | 

idea is embodied in the character of Corregg^o 
yet he is no abstraction, but perfectly individus^ 
ized. All those traits of his life and peculiar hab ' 

its and disposition, handed down by tradition, are 
most carefully preserved, and the result is a most 
admirable portrsdt of the ardst and the man. His 
gentleness, his tenderness, his senative modesty, 
his sweet, loving, retiring disposition, are all 
touched with exquisite delicacy. The outbreak 
of noble self<;onfidence, when he exclaimed, after 
gazing on Kafiaelle's St Cecilia, ^^Anch' to sono 
Pittore / *• is beautifully introduced. The sight of 
the same picture sent La Francia home to his bed 
to die, so at least it is ssdd ; but Correg^o was not ^ 

a man to die of another's excellence, though too 
often doubting his own. The anecdote of the man 
who was saved from the rapacity and vengeance 
of a robber, by an appeal to one of his pictures, 
and the story of his i>aying his apothecary with 
one of his finest works,* are also real incidents of 
the painter's life, introduced with the most pictu- 
resque efiect 

Those who have travelled through the forests of 
Catholic Germany and Italy, must often have seen 

• The Christ on the Bfonnt of OliTeB, now, If I zememlMi 
rightly, in posaesBion of the Ihike of Wellington. 
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THE TRAOEDT OF COHBEGGIO. 11 

ft Madonna, or a Magdalen, in a rude fhune, 
shrined against the knotted trunk of an old oak 
OTershadowing the path; the green grass waving 
round, a votive wreath of wild flowers hung upon 
the rude shrine, and in front a little space worn 
bare by the knees of travellers who have turned 
aside from their journey to rest in the cool shade, 
and put up sn Ave Maria, or an Ora pro nobis, I 
well remember once coming on such a Madonna 
in a wild woodland path near Yollbrucken, in Up- 
per Austria. Two little, half-naked children, and 
a gaunt, black-bearded wood-cotter, were kneeling 
before it, and from afar the songs of some peasants 
gathering in the harvest were borne on the dr. 
The Magdalen of Correggio, the same which is 
DOW in the Dresden gallery, and multiplied in 
prints and copies through the known world, is 
represented without any violent stretch of proba- 
bility as occupying such a situation; nor are we 
left in doubt as to the identity of the picture ; it ia 
described in three or four exquisite lines. It is 
beautiful, — ^is it not ? — where Correggio comments 
on his work, as he is presenting it to the old her« 
mit: — 

** Ehi stlndhaft Madchen, das mit Ren* und Angst 

Wie ein gescheuchtes Reh zum Dickicht floh^ 

Um der nachstellong femer zu entgehen. 

Doch ist es schon von einem Weibe, meyn ioh, 

Einmal gefallen wieder sioh zn heben; 

Es gibt sehr wen'ge Manner, die das konnen.*' • 

* An erring maiden, that in ftar and penitence 
TUee, like timid hind, to the deep wood*, 
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And the reply of Silvestro places the lovely 
fonn before us, painted in words. 

Welch schon GemShlde* 
Der dxmkle Schattenwald, die blonden Haare, 
Die weisse Hant, das himmel blan Gewand 
Die Jugendfiille nnd der Todtenkopf, 
Das Weiberhafte nnd das grosse Bnoh, 
Ihr habt mit vieler Knnst die Gegensatze 
In schoner Harmonie hier anf-gelost." * 

The manner in which Correggio betrajs his re* 
gret on parting with his picture, is also natural and 
most exquisite. 

'* Die Dichter haben^s gnt; sie konnen immer 
Die Kinder alle in der Nahe haben. 
Der Mahler ist ein armer Vater, der 
Sie in die weite Welt anssendenmuss; 
Da milssen sie nachher sich selbst versorgen.** f 

Seeing t' Mcape the snares around her li^— 
And it is good to see a hapless woman 

That has once fiillen redeem herself; In truth. 

There be few men methinks could do as much. 

* . . . What a ikir picture I 

This dark o'erhanging shade, the long fUr hair, 
The delicate white skin, the dark blue robe, 
The flill luxuriant life, the grim death's head, 
The tender womanhood, and the great book— 
These various contrasts have you cunningly 
Brought into sweetest harmony. 

t Well for the poet! he can erer have 
The children of his soul beside him here; 
The painter is a needy fiither; he 
Bends his poor children out in the wide worU 
To seek their fortune 



THE TRAGEDY OF GORBBaGIO. It 

Grouped around Correg^o in every poflsible 
flegree of harmony and contrast, we have a vari- 
ety of figures all sufficiently marked, each in itself 
complete, and all aiding in carrying out the maio 
effect, the apotheosis of the artist hero. 

Nor has Oehlenschlager made his tragedy the 
vehicle for mere declamation, nor for inculcating 
any particular system of art or set of principles. 
In Michael Angelo and in Giulio Romano we have 
exhibited two artist-minds as different from each 
other and from Antonio Correggio as can be imag- 
ined. The haughty, stem, arrogant, but magnani- 
moos and magnificent Michael Angelo, can with 
difficulty be brought to appreciate, or even look 
upon, a style so different from his own, and thun- 
ders out his rules of art like Olympian Jove. The 
gay, confident, generous, courteous Giulio Romano 
is less exclusive, if less severely grand, in his taste. 
The luxuriant grace of Correggio, the blending of 
the purely natural with the purely ideal, in hia 
conceptions of beauty, are again distinct from both 
these great masters. Again the influence of art 
over minds variously constituted is exhibited in the 
tender wife of Correggio, the favorite model for his 
Madonnas ; the old hermit Silvestro ; the high-bom, 
beautifiil enthusiast, Celestina, who places the lau- 
rel wreath on the brow of the sleeping painter ; 
and the peasant girl, Lauretta, who gives him drink 
when fainting with thirst; and the penitent robber; 
and the careless young noble, with whom art if 
fubservient to his vanity and his passions ; and the 
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vulgar Tillain of the piece, Battista, who alone ii 
absolutely insensible to its influence ; — all the§e 
fonn as beautiful a group, and as perfect in keep- 
ing, as we can meet in dramatic literature. Then 
there are such charming touches of feeling, such 
splendid passages of description and aphorisms on 
art, which seize on the fancy and cling to the mem- 
ory I while the allusions to certun well-known pic- 
tures, bringing them before the mind's eye in a feiv 
expressive and characteristic words, are delicions 
to the amateur. 

The received account of the cause of Correggio's 
death rests on a tradition,* which later researchei 
render very problematical ; but it remains uncon* 
tradicted that he lived and died poor — that his 
health was feeble and delicate — his life retired and 
blameless ; — and the catastrophe has been so long 
current and credited, that the poet has done weU 
to adhere to the common tradition. In the ver^ 
moment that Correggio sinks into death, a messen- 
ger arrives from the Duke of Mantua, with splendid 
offers of patronage. He comes too late. Art and 
the world are the heirs of the great man's genius: 



* That of Taaari, who states that he died in extreme poTertj} 
that, ha-ving received at Parma a payment of sixty crowns, 
which was churlishly made to him in copper, he walked to the o* ty 
of Correggio with this load on his back from anxiety to relieve rJs 
fkmily, and died In consequence of the effort. Lan:d and otLnr 
cf his biographers distrust tliis story, and have pointed oat its 
Improbability. Whatever the cause of his death, the expresiAons 
if Annibal Carracci are conclusive a3 to the n^lect and pov«rt|y 
In whjch he lived. 
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his poor family follow him heart-broken to the 

grave. 

The *^ Schuld" of Adolf Milliner does not produce 

•ach an orerpowering effect on the imagination the 

second time of reading, because we are not hurried 

forward by the interest of the story ; but in one 

respect it has affected me more deeply than at first 

Hugo says, 

** Mich dunket, nie 

SoUten Nord und Slid sich kiiasen 1 " « 

And all through this fine play the spirit of the 
North and the spirit of the South are brought into 
beautifiil yet fearful contrast The passions which 
form the groundwork of the piece are prepaied 
amid the palaces and orange-groves of the glowing 
South; the catastrophe evolved amid the deserts 
and pine-forests of the North ; and in the fair, still* 
Bouled, but heroic Scandinavian maid, Jerta, and 
the dark, impassioned Elvira, we have the person- 
ified sentiment of the North and the South. 
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Has it ever occurred to you that Coleridge must 
have had this tragedy in his mind when he wrote 
his "^ Remorse?** 

What a slight touch upon an extreme link will 

• Ibfhinki, 
That NoHh mod South ihttiild utnt kiM rn/dk othar. 
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fend us back sometimeB throngh a long, long chaii 
of memories and associations 1 A word, a name, 
has sent me from Toronto to Vienna ; what a flight 
what a contrast 1 — ^it makes even Fancy herself 
breathless I Did I ever mention to you Madams 
.Ameth? When the ''Schuld" was produced at 
Vienna, she played the Scandinavian Jerta, and 1 
have heard the effect of her representation com* 
pared, in its characteristic purity and calmness, an«] 
mild intellectual beauty, to the ^ moonlight on a 
snow-wreath," — a comparison which gave me • 
▼ivid impression of its truth. Madame Ameth wa« 
herself not unlike the fair and serious Jerta. 

The question has been often agitated, often con 
troverted, but I am inclined to maintain the opin 
ion elsewhere expressed, that there is nothing in 
the profession of an actress which is incompatiblp 
with the respect due to us as women — ^the cultiva 
tion of every feminine virtue — ^the practice of everjf 
private duty. I have conversed with those who 
think otherwise, and yet continue to frequent the 
theatre as an amusement, and even as a source of 
mental delight and improvement; and this I con- 
ceive to be a derelicdon of principle — wrong in 
itself, and the cause of wrong. A love for dramatic 
representation, for imitative action, h in the ele- 
ments of our human nature ; we see it in children, 
in savages, in all ages, in all nations ; — ^we cannot 
help it — ^it is even so. That the position of an ac- 
tress should sometimes be a false one, — a danger- 
ous one even for a female, is not the fault of the 
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profession, but the effect of the public opinion of 
Hie profession. When fashion, or conventional 
AW, or public opinion, denounce as inexpedient 
vrhat they cannot prove to be wrong — stigmatize 
▼hat they allow — encourage and take delight in 
ifhat they affect to contemn — what wonder that 
jTom such barbarous, such senseless inconsistency, 
jbould spring a whole heap of abuses and mistakes ? 
As to the idea that acting, as a profession, is incom- 
patible with female virtue and modesty, it is not 
merely an insult to the estimable women who have 
adorned and still adorn the stage, but to all woman- 
kind ; it makes me blush with indignation. Unre- 
flecting people — the world is full of such — point to 
the numerous instances which might be cited to the 
contrary. I have been perplexed by them some- 
times in argument, but never on consideration and 
examination ; and with regard to some other evils, 
not less, as it appears to me, in a moral point of 
view, I do not see their necessary connection with 
the stage as a profession. Vanity, jealousy, selfish- 
ness, the spirit of intrigue, the morbid effects of 
over-excitement, are not confined to actresses ; if 
women placed in this position do require caution 
and dignity to ward off temptation, and self-control 
to resist it, and some knowledge of their own struc- 
ture and the liabilities incurred by their profession, 
in order to manage better their own health, moral 
and ])hysical, then they only require what all women 
ihould possess — what every woman needs, no matter 
what her position. 



18 STUDIES. 

fint to retam to Madame Ametli. 

At Vienna, some jears ago, there lived three cel- 
ebrated actresses, all beantifiil, and young, and gift- 
ed. Sophie Miiller was l&rst mentioned to me l^ 
Schlegel ; he spoke of her with raptnroos admira- 
tion as the most successfnl representative of some 
of Shakspeare's characters that had yet been seen 
in Germany, and she seems to have left an inefface- 
able impression on those who saw her play Chrim- 
hilde in the " Niebelung." She was surrounded by 
admirers, adorers, yet I never heard that one among 
them could boast of being distinguished even by a 
preference ; austere to herself, devoted to her art, 
which she studied assiduously, her ambition centred 
in it ; in the mean time she was performing all the 
duties of a daughter to an aged father, and of a 
mother to a family of younger brothers and sisters 
and her house was a model of good order and pro- 
priety. She died in 1830. 

Not long before died Anna Krtiger, equally blame- 
less in her conduct and reputation as a woman, but 
in all other respects negligent of herself and of her 
own interests. She was remarkably free from all 
selfishness or jealousy, charitable and good, and 
universally beloved. Her representation of spirited 
or heroic characters, in comedy and in tragedy, has 
been described to me as wonderfully fine. Schil- 
ler's Joan of Arc was her chef (ToBuvre, 

The third was Antoinette Adamberger, now 
Madame Ameth, whom I am happy and proud to 
number among my friends. Her former name 
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esnnot be unknown to you, far it has a dear yet 
melancholy celebrity throughout all Germany, and 
is inseparably associated vrith the literature of her 
country, as the betrothed bride of Hieodore Kop- 
ner, the poet-hero of the war of deliverance. It 
was not till we had been for some time intimate 
that I eyer heard her allude to Komer. One 
eyening as we were sitting alone, she gave me, 
with much feeling and graphic power, and even 
more simplicity, some particulars of her first inter- 
Tiew with him, and the circumstances which led to 
their engagement. I should tell you that she was 
at the time a favorite actress of the Court Hieatre, 
and excelled particularly in all characters that re- 
quired more of delicacy, and grace, and dignity, 
tiian of power and passion ; those of Thekla in the 
« Wallenstein," and Jerta in the *' Schuld," being 
conradered as her masterpieces. Of her judgment 
as an artiste I could form some idea, from the anal- 
ysis into which I once tempted her of the Beatrice 
in Schiller^ ** Braut yon Messina," a character in 
which she is said to have excelled, and which, in 
Its tender delicacy and almost evanescent grace, 
might be compared to Perdita. To analyze all the 
passive beauty and power of Schiller's conception, 
must have required a just and exquisite taste, and 
to render them with such felicity and effect, a per- 
son corresponding in girlish delicacy. Yet, per- 
haps, in her youthful years, when she played 
Beatrice ^vinely, Madame Ameth could not have 
«naly2ed the character as ingeniously as she did 
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when a ripened judgment and more cnliiTated 
taste enabled her to reflect on her own conception. 
This, however, is digressing ; for the moral quali- 
ties, not the intellectual powers, of the actress, are 
what I am contending for. Theodore Eorner came 
to Vienna in 181S, bringing with him his " Griine 
Domino/' a piece composed expressly for Anna 
Eriiger and Antoinette Adambei^r. These two 
young women, differing altogether in character, 
were united by the most tender friendship, and a 
sincere admiration for each other's particular tal- 
ent. I have been told that it was delightful to see 
them play together in the same piece, the perfect 
understanding which existed between them pro- 
ducing an effect of harmony and reality which was 
felt, rather than perceived, by the audience. Al 
the period of Edmer*s arrival, Antoinette was iU 
in consequence of the extreme severity of the 
winter of that year, and the rehearsal of the 
** Griine Domino " was put off from day to day, 
from week to week, till Komer became absolutely 
impatient. At this time he had not been intro- 
duced to Antoinette, and it was suspected that the 
beauty of Anna Eriiger had captivated him. At 
length, the convalescence of the principal actress 
was announced, the day for the long-deferred re- 
hearsal arrived, and the performers had assembled 
in the green-room. Now, it happened that in the 
time of the late empress,* the representation of 
Bchiller's " Marie Stuart " had been forbidden, be» 
* Maria Therefla-Carollne of Naples, who died in 1807. 
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cause her imperial majesty had been gi*eatly scant 
dalized by the indecorous quarrel scene between 
Queen Elizabeth and Queen Mary, and particu- 
larly by the catastrophe of the latter, regarding the 
whole play as extremely dangerous and derogatory 
to all crowned heads, more especially female ones. 
On her death it was hoped that this prohibition 
would be repealed, and the performers presented a 
petition to that effect The emperor, however, 
steadily refused, on the plea that he had promised 
the empress never to permit the representation of 
the tragedy.* The refusal had just been received, 
md the whole corps dramatique were in a state of 
commotion, and divided on the merits of the case 
Kdmer, in particular, was in a perfect fever of in- 
dignation, and exclaimed, in no measured terms, 
against the edict which deprived the public of one 
of Schiller's masterpieces, in tenderness to the 
caprices of an old woman now in her grave, et 
cetera. The greater number of those present sym- 
pathized with him. The dispute was at its height 
when Antoinette entered the room, still weak from 
recent illness, and wrapped up in cloaks and furs. 
Her comrades crowded around her with congratu- 
lations and expressions of affection, and insisted 
that the matter in dispute should be referred to 
^ Toni ; ** Komer, meanwhile, standing by in proud 

* I €o not know whether the emperor wu erer induced to 
' «eak this promise. It was afier his death that I saw the ** Blarli 
Bhiart" performed at Vienna, where Madame Sehroeder and 
MvdUe. Fonmier appeared as Queen EUaheth and Maiy StuAr*- 
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nlence; he liad not yet been introdaoecL When 
the affair was stated, and the opinions of the ma* 
jonity vehemently pressed on her, she replied in 
her gentle manner, *^ I do not pretend to jndgo 
about the injury dcme to the public, or the expedi* 
ency or inexpediency of the matter ; it is a sunple 
question between right and wrong — ^between truth 
and falsehood. For myself, I can only say, that if 
I had made a promise to a person I loved, or to 
any one, I would keep it as long as I had life my- 
self, and the death of that person would render 
such a promise not less, but more binding, more 
sacred, if possible." 

This simple appeal to principle and truth silenced 
alL Komer said no more, but his attention wai 
fixed, and finom that moment, as he told her after* 
wards, he loved her ; his feelings were interested 
before he had even looked into her eyes ; and it ia 
no wonder that those eyes, when revealed, com- 
pleted her conquest. 

Within a few weeks they were betrothed loven, 
and within & few months afterwards the paliiotic 
war (die Freiheits-Eriege) broke out, and Komer 
joined LutzoVs volunteers. Hb fate is well 
known. Young and handsome, a poet and a hero^ 
loving, and in the full assurance of being loved, 
with all life's fairest visions and purest affections 
fresh about his head and heart, he perished — the 
miniature of " Toni " being fi)und within his bosom 
next to the little pocketbook in which he had writ* 
ten the Song of the Sw<»nd~the first shattered by 
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Cbe bullet which had found his heart, the lattei 
stained with his blood ; I haTe seen it, — ^held it in 
my hand! Now, will you belieye, that within 
ihree or four months afterwards, when Antoinette 
was under the obligation to resume her professional 
duties, the first character she was ordered to play 
was that of Thekla ? In vain she entreated to be 
spared this outra^ to every feeling of a heart yet 
bleeding from her loss ; the greater her reluctance, 
the greater the effect which would be produced on 
the curiosity and sympathy of the public ; — ^this, I 
suppose, was the cold calculation of the directory I 
She was not excused ; and after going through the 
aeene in which the Swedish captain relates to 
Thekla the death of her lover,* the poor AntM- 
mette was carried firom the stage by her aunt 
aknost lifeless, and revived only to give way to 
•Hch agonies of grief and indignaidoii as threat* 
ened her reason. 

Madame Ameth is remax^ably cahn and simple 
in her manner, and more than tw^ity years had 
elapsed since die had been thus insulted and tor- 
tured ; but when she alluded to this part of her 
history, she became gradually convulsed with emo- 
tion, trembled in every limb, and pressed her 
hands upon her eyes, firom which the tears would 
gush in spite of an efibrt to restrain them. And 
to this, you will say, an actress could be exposed ? 
Tes; and I remember another instance, when 

• It will be Temembered that the death of Theodon JB&tam 
Sm ■iinllu to that of Max PiooodondnL 
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onder circmnstances as cruel and as revolting, a 
j*oung and admired actress was hurried before the 
public in an agony of reluctance ; but stQl I do 
say, that such exhibitions are not necessarily or 
solely confined to the profession of the stage ; wo- 
man, as a legal property, is subjected to them in 
her conventional position ; a woman may be 
brought into a church against her will, libelled 
and pilloried in an audacious newspaper ; an Eng- 
lish matron may be dragged from private life into 
a court of justice, exposed, guiltless, and helpless, 
to the public obloquy or the public s}'mpathy, in 
shame and in despair. If such a scene can by pos- 
sibility take place, one stage is not worse than 
another. 

Antoinette had suffered what a woman of a quiet 
but proud temper never forgets or forgives. She 
had made up her mind to quit the stage, and there 
was only one way of doing so with honor. Four 
years after the death of Korner she married Mr. 
Ameth, one of the directors of the Imperial Mu- 
seum, a learned and amiable man, considerably 
older than herself,* and with whom she has lived 

* Madame Ameth Is now Vorleserin (Reader) to the Bmpresi 
Dowager, and intrusted with the direction of a school, fbunded 
by the Empress for the children ot soldiers. In Austria onlj 
two soldiers in each company are allowed to marry, and the 
female children of such marriages are, in a manner, predestined 
to want and in&my. In the school under Madame Ameth*s 
direction, I found (in 1886) forty-five children, well managed and 
healthy. The benevolence which suggested such an institution 
s, without doubt, praiseworthy ; but what sh^l we say of tLi 
igritem which makes such an institution necessary 9 
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happily. Before I left Vienna she presented me 
with a book which Komer had given her, contain- 
ing his autograph and the dramas he had written 
for her—" Die Toni," " der Griine Domino," and 
others. I exclaimed thoughtlessly, " O how can 
you part with it ? " and she replied, with a sweet 
seriousness, " When I married a worthy man who 
loYed me and trusted me, I thought there should 
be no wavering of the heart between past recolleo- 
tions and present duties ; I put this and all other 
objects connected with that first period of my life 
entirely away, and I have never looked at it since. 
Take it 1 and believe me, even noWj it is better in 
four hands than in mine." And mine it shall never 
'eave. 

Madame Ameth once described to me the admi* 
rable acting of Schroeder in Medea, when playing 
with her own children ; she treated them, however, 
^nth savage roughness, and when remonstrated 
^ith, she replied, ''the children were her own, 
aud she had a right to do what she liked with 
tkem." " That was certainly her affair," added 
Madame Ameth, " but I would not for the whole 
world have exhibited myself before my own chil- 
dren in such a character." 

Is not this a woman worthy of all love, all re^ 
tpect, all reverence ? and is not this the sentiment 
of duty which is, or should be, " the stai to evcrf 
wandering bark ? " 
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GOETHE'S TASSO, IPfflGENIA, AND 

CLAVIGO. 

Febnuuy Si. 

^ Cb qui est moins qne moi, m'^teint et m'as* 
Bomme : ce qui est h c$td de moi m'ennuie et me 
fiitigne : il n'y a qae ce qui est au-dessus de moi 
qui me soutienne et m'arrache k moimdme." * This 
is true — hmo true, I feel, and far more prettity said 
than I could say it ; and thus it is that during these 
last few days of illness and solitary confinement, I 
took refuge in another and a higher world, and 
bring you my ideas thereupon. 

I have been reading over agiun the " Iphigenia," 
the "Tassoj^andthe "Egmont* of Goethe. 

« Iphigenia " is aU repose ; « Tasso " all emotion ; 
^Egmont** all action and passion. "Iphigenia" rests 
upon the grace and grandeur of form — it is stat* 
uesque throughout **■ Tasso * is the strife between 
the poetic and prosaic nature. " Egmont " is the 
working of the real ; all here is palpable, practical 
—even love itselfl 

I laid down the "Tasso" with a depth of emotion 
which I have never felt but after reading " Ham- 
let," to which alone I could compare it ; but this 
is a tragedy profound and complete in effect, with- 
out the intervention of any evil principle, without 
a dagger, without a death, without a tyrant, withouf 
I traitor ! The tnUh of Leonora d'Este's character 

• Mftdftmndaalte da PlSspinaaM. 
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me forcibly ; it is true to itself, as a charao* 
true to all we know oi her history. The 

adow which a hidden love has thrown over the 
otherwise transparent aad crystalline simplicity of 
her mind is very charming— more charming from 
the contrast with her fiiend Leonora Sanvitale, 
who reconciles herself to the project of removing 
Tasso with exquisite feminine subtlety and sen- 
timental cunning. 

Why do you not finish your translation of the 
"Egmont?** who will ever do it as you canf 
What deep wisdom, what knowledge of human 
nature in every scene ! And what can be finer 
than the two female portraits — ^the imperial, impe- 
rious Margaret of Austria, and the plebeian girl, 
Clarchen ? The character of Cl^rchen grows upon 
me as I study it Is she not really a Flemish Ju* 
liet, in her fond impatience, her wilfulness, and the 
energy of resolve arising out of the strength of 
passion? And her tenderness for her -poor dis- 
carded lover, Brackenberg, whom she cannot love 
and cannot hate, is all so womanly natural I 

'^Iphigenia" is an heroic tragedy— " Tasso," a 
poetical tragedy — ^* Egmooit," an historical tragedy. 
** Clarigo" is what the Germans call a biirgerliche, 
er domestic tragedy (trag^e bouigeoise). I did 
not read this play as I read the *' Tasso," borne 
aloft into the ideal, floating on the wings of enthu- 
Msm between the earth and stars; but I laid it 
fbwn with a terrible and profound pain — yes, pain 
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which I have never felt but after reading " Ham- 
let," to which alone I could compare it ; but this 
b a tragedy profound and complete in effect, with- 
out the intervention of any evil principle, without 
a dagger, without a death, without a tyrant, without 
» traitor I The truth of Leonora d'Este's character 

* M*^'*T"*^f Pf da I'BspiiiAUt* 




OOETHV'S TAS80) IPHIGENIA, ETO. S7 

me forcibly ; it is true to itself, as a charao* 
) — ^tnie to all we know oi her history. The 
w which a hidden love has thrown over the 
otherwise transparent aad crystalline simplicity of 
her mind is very charming— more charming from 
the contrast with her friend Leonora Sanvitale, 
who reconciles herself to the project of removing 
Taaso with exquiute feminine subtlety and sei^ 
timental cunning. 

Why do yon not finish your translation of the 
'^Egmont?** who will ever do it as you canf 
What deep wisdom, what knowledge of human 
nature in every scene ! And what can be finer 
than the two female portraits — the imperial, impe- 
rious Margaret of Austria, and the plebeian girl, 
Clarchen ? The character of Clarchen grows upon 
me as I study it. Is she not really a Flemish Ju* 
liet, in her fond impatience, her wilfulness, and the 
&DMFgy of resolve arising out of the strength of 
passion? And her tenderness for her poor dis- 
carded lover, Brackenberg, whom she cannot love 
and cannot hate, is all so womanly natural I 
• ••••■•• 
t^Iphigenia" is an heroic tragedy— " Tasso," a 
poetical tragedy — " Egmont," an historical tragedy. 
** Clavigo" is what the Germans call a biirgerliche, 
er domestic tragedy (trag^e bourgeoise). I did 
not read this play as I read the " Tasso," borne 
aloft into the ideal, floating on the wings of enthu- 
Msm between liie earth and stars; but I laid it 
fbwn with a terrible and profound pain — yes, pain 



96 8TU1IIS0. 



GOETHE'S TASSO, IPHIGENIA, AND 

CLAVIGO. 

Febnuuy Si. 

^ Cb qui est mains qne moi, m*^teint et m'as* 
Bomme : ce qui est h c6te de moi m'ennuie et me 
fiitigne : il n'y a qae ce qui est au-dessus de moi 
qui me soutienne et m'arrache & moimdme." * This 
b true — how true, I feel, and far more prettity said 
than I could say it ; and thus it is that during these 
last few da)rs of illness and solitary confinement, I 
took refuge in anodier and a higher w(»rld, and 
bring you my ideas thereupon. 

I have been reading over again the " Iphigenia," 
the ^ Tasso," and the " Egmont * of Goethe. 

" Iphigenia " is all repose ; *' Tasso ** all emotion ; 
^ Egmont** all action and passion. *^ Iphigenia " rests 
upon the grace and grandeur of form — it is stcA* 
uesque throughout ^ Tasso * is the strife between 
the poetic and prosadc nature. " Egmont * is the 
working of the real ; all here is palpable, practical 
—even love itself 

I laid down the " Tasso" with a depth of emotion 
which I have never felt but after reading ** Ham- 
let," to which alone I could compare it ; but this 
is a tragedy profound and complete in effect, with- 
out the intervention of any evil principle, without 
a dagger, without a death, without a tyrant, without 
» traitor I The truth of Leonora d'Este's character 

• Mftdftmndaalte da nSspinaut. 




ooethk's tasso, iphigenia, eto. S7 

me forcibly ; it is true to itself, as a cbarao* 
I— true to all we know oi her history. The 
tow which a hidden love has thrown over the 
otherwise transparent aad crystalline simplicity of 
her mind is very charming — more charming from 
the contrast with her friend Leonora Sanvitale, 
who reconciles herself to the project of removing 
Tasso with exquisite feminine subtlety and sei^ 
timental canning. 

Why do yon not finish your translation of the 
" £gmont ? " who will ever do it as you can f 
What deep wisdom, what knowledge of human 
nature in every scene I And what can be finer 
than the two female portraits — the imperial, impe- 
rious Margaret of Austria, and the plebeian girl, 
Clardien ? The character of Clarchen grows upon 
me as I study it. Is she not really a Flemish Ju* 
liet, in her fond impatience, her wilfulness, and the 
energy of resolve arising out of the strength of 
passion? And her tenderness for her poor dis- 
carded lover, Brackenberg, whom she cannot love 
and cannot hate, is all so womanly natural I 

"Iphigenia" is an heroic tragedy— " Tasso," a 
poetical tragedy — ^* Egmont," an historical tragedy. 
** Clavigo " is what the Germans call a biirgerliche, 
er domest^ tragedy (trag^die bouigeoise). I did 
not read this play as I read the " Tasso/' borne 
aloft into the ideal, floating on the wings of enthu- 
Msm between the earth and stars; but I laid it 
fbwn with a terrible and profound pain — yes, pain 



96 8TU1IU8. 



GOETHE'S TASSO, IPHIGENIA, AND 

CLAVIGO. 

Febnuuy Si. 

^ Cb qui est mains que moi, m'^teint et m'as* 
Bomme : ce qui est h cdte de moi m'ennuie et me 
fiitigae : 11 n'y a qae ce qui est au-dessus de moi 
qui me soutienne et m'arrache k moimdme." * This 
u true — how true, I fself and far more prettilj- said 
than I could say it ; and thus it is that during these 
last few days of illness and solitary confinement, I 
took refuge in another and a higher w(»rld, and 
bring you my ideas thereupon. 

I have been reading over again the '* Iphigenia," 
the ^ Tasso * and the " Egmont * of Goethe. 

'* Iphigenia " is all repose ; '^ Tasso '* all emotion ; 
^ Egmont ** all action and passion. *' Iphigenia " rests 
upon the grace and grandeur o£ form — it is stat* 
uesgue throughout ^ Tasso * is the strife between 
the poetic and prosaic nature. " Egmont " is the 
working of the real ; all here is palpable, practical 
—even love itselfl 

I laid down the " Tasso" with a depth of emotion 
which I have never felt but after reading " Ham- 
let," to which alone I could compare it ; but this 
b a tragedy profound and complete in effect, with- 
out the intervention of any evil principle, without 
a dagger, without a death, without a tyrant, withouf 
I traitor ! The truth of Leonora d'Este's character 

* MftdBmoifldlB da I'BspiiiAUt* 




OOETHK'S TAS80) IPHIGENIA, ETO. S7 

me forcibly ; it is true to itself, as a charao* 
true to all we know oi her history. The 

adow which a hidden love has thrown over the 
otherwise transparent and crystalline simplicity of 
her mind is very charming — more charming from 
the contrast with her friend Leonora Sanvitale, 
who reconciles herself to the project of removing 
Tasso with exquifflte feminine subtlety and sen- 
timental canning. 

Why do yoa not finish your translation of the 
<« Egmont ? ** who will ever do it as you can f 
What deep wisdom, what knowledge of human 
nature in every scene I And what can be finer 
than the two female portraits — the imperial, impe- 
rious Margaret of Austria, and the plebeian girl, 
Clarchen ? The character of Clarchen grows upon 
me as I study it. Is she not really a Flemish Ju* 
liet, in her fond impatience, her wilfulness, and the 
energy of resolve arising out of the strength of 
passion? And her tenderness for her poor dis- 
carded lover, Brackenberg, whom she cannot love 
and cannot hate, is all so womanly natural 1 

'^Iphigenia" is an heroic tragedy— " Tasso," a 
poetical tragedy — " Egmooit," an historical tragedy. 
** Clavigo ** is what the Germans call a burgerUche, 
er domestic tragedy (trag^e bourgeoise). I did 
not read this play as I read the " Tasso," borne 
aloft into the ideal, floating on the wings of enthu- 
Msm between the earth and stars; but I laid it 
down with a tenihb and profound ^Kitn— yes, pain 



28 STUDIES. 

for it was worse and deeper than mere emotioa 
Yet it is difficult to speak of ^* Clavigo " as a work 
of art The matter-of-fact simplicity of the plot, 
the eveiy-day nature of the characters, the prosaio 
sentiments, the deep homely pathos of the situa- 
tions, are almost too real, — ^they are bought home 
to our own bosoms, our own experience, — they are 
just what, in feeling most, we can least dare to ez 
press. The scene between Carlos and Clavigo, in 
which Carlos dissuades his friend from marrying 
the woman to whom he was engaged, is absolutely 
wonderful. If Clavigo yielded to any mere perBu» 
sion or commonplace arguments, he would be a de» 
picable wretch, — ^we should feel no interest about 
him, and it would also belie the intellect with which 
he is endowed. It is to that intellect Carlos addressei 
himself. His arguments, under one point of view 
— ^that of common sense — are unanswerable. Hifl 
reasoning, springing from conviction, is reason itself* 
What can be more practically wise than his calca« 
lations — ^more undeniably true than his assertions ? 
His rhetoric, dictated as it is by real friendship, and 
full of fire and animation, is even more overwhelm* 
ing from its sincerity than its eloquence ; and hif 
sarcastic observations on poor Marie Beaumarchais, 
on her want of personal attractions, her ill health, 
her foreign manners; on the effect she will produce 
on society as his wife, and the clog she must prove 
to his freedom and ambitious career, are all so well 
aimed, so well meant, so well founded, that far from 
hating Carlos and despising Clavigo, we are im» 
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pressed with a terror, a sympathy, a sort of fearful 
fascination. Every one who reads this play must 
acknowledge, and with an inward shuddering, that 
It is possible he might have yielded to this conven- 
tional common sense, this worldly logic, even for 
want of arguments to disprove it The only things 
left out in the admirable reasonings and calcula- 
tions of Carlos are nature and conscience, to which 
in their combination, the world have agreed to give 
the name of Romance. But never yet were the 
feelings and instincts of our nature violated with 
impunity ; never yet was the voice of conscience 
silenced without retribution. In the tragedy, the 
catastrophe is immediate and terrible ; in real life 
it might come in some other shape, or it might come 
later, but it tootdd come~of that there is no doubt. 



February 25. 

The accusation which has been frequently made 
against Groethe, that notwithstanding his passionate 
admiration for women, he has throughout his works 
wilfully and systematically depreciated womanhood, 
is not just, in my opinion. No doubt he is not so 
universal as Shakspeare, nor so ideal as Schiller ; 
but though he might have taken a more elevated 
and a more enlarged view of the sex, his portraits 
of individual women are true as truth itself. His 
«dea of women generally was like that entertained 
by Lord Byron, rather oriental and suUanish ; he 
is a little of the bashaw persuasion. ** Goethe," 
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said a friend of mine who knew bim intimAtelj, 
** had no notion of heroic women,** (Heldenfranen;) 
•* in poetry, he thought them unnataral, in histoiy, 
false. For snch delineations as Schiller's *'Joai! 
of Arc," and Stauffacher's wife (in Wilhelm Tell) 
he had neither faith nor sympathy." 

His only heroic and ideal creation is the *' Iphige- 
nia," and she is as perfect and as pure as a piece of 
Greek sculpture. I think it a proof that if he did 
not understand or like the active heroism of Am»- 
sonian ladies, he had a very sublime idea of the 
passive heroism of female nature. The basis of 
the character is irvth. The drama is the very tri- 
umph of unsullied, unflinching truth. It has been 
said, that Goethe intended this character as a poi>- 
trait of the Grand Duchess Louise, of Weimar. 
The intention of the poet remains doubtful ; but it 
should seem that from the first moment the resem- 
blance was generally admitted ; and what a glori- 
ous compliment to the Duchess was this acknowl- 
edgment! It was through this tme-heartedness, 
this immutable integrity in word and deed, and 
through no shining qualities of mind or blandish- 
ments of manner, that she prevailed over the angry 
passions, and commanded the respect of Napoleon, 
a man who openly contemned women, but whose 
instructions to his ambassadors and ministers al- 
ways ended with " Soignez les femmes," a comment 
of deep import on our false position and feaifol 
power. 
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MUSIC AND MUSICIANS. 

Msrolil. 

In the different branches of art, each artist 
thinks his own the highest, and is filled vriih the 
idea of all its yalne and all its capabilities which he 
understands best, and has most largely studied and 
developed. " But," says Dr. Chalmers, " we must 
take the testimony of each man to the worth of 
that which he does know, and reject the testimony 
of each to the comparative worthlessness of that 
which he does not know." 

For it is not, generally speaking, that he over- 
rates his own particular walk of art from over en- 
thusiasm, (no art, when considered separately, as a 
means of human delight and improvement, can be 
overrated,) but such a one-sided artist underrates 
from ignorance the walks of others which diverge 
from his own. 

Of all artists, musicians are most exclusive in 
devotion to their own art, and in the want of sym- 
pathy, if not absolute contempt, for other arts. A 
painter has more sympathies with a musician, than 
a musician with a painter. Yemet used to bring 
his easel into Pergolesi's room to pidnt beside his 
harpsichord, and used to say that he owed some of 
his finest skies to the inspired harmonies of his 
friend. Pergolesi never felt, perhaps, any harmcw 
vies but those of his own delicious art 
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*' Aspasia, he who loyes not music is a beast of 
one species, and he who oyerloves it is a beast 
of another, whose brain is smaller than a nightin- 
gale's, and his heart than that of a lizard!" I 
refer you for the rest to a striking passage in Lan- 
dor's "Pericles and Aspasia," containing a mofjt 
severe philippic, not only against the professoni, 
but the profession^ of music, and which concludes 
very aptly, " Panenus said this : let us never bo- 
lieve a word of it ! " It is too true that some err 
cellent musicians have been ignorant, and sensual^ 
and dissipated, but there are sufficient ezceptioni 
to the sweeping censure of Panenus to show that 
" imprudence, intemperance, and gluttony,** do not 
always, or necessarily, " open their channels into 
the sacred stream of music." Musicians are nol 
selfish, careless, sensual, ignorant, because they are 
musicians, but because, from a defective education, 
they are nothing else. The German musicians are 
generally more moral and more intellectual men 
than English or Italian musicians, and hence their 
music has taken a higher fiight, is more intellectual 
than the music of other countries. Music as an art 
has not degraded them, but they have elevated 
music. 

It is impeaching the goodness of the beneficent 
Creator to deem that moral evil can be inseparably 
connected with any of the fine arts — least of aL 
with music — the soul of the physical, as love is oi 
the moral, universe. 

The most accomplished and intellectual musician 
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I ever met with is Felix Mendelssohn. I do not 
recollect if it were himself or some one else who 
tald me of a letter which Carl von Weber had ad- 
dressed to him, warning him that he never could 
attain the highest honors in his profession without 
ccdtivating the virtues and the decencies of life. 
** A great artist," said Weber, " ought to be a good 
man." 

While I am " i' the vein," I must give you a few 
more musical reminiscences before my fingers are 
quite frozen. 

I had once some conversation with Thalberg and 
Felix Mendelssohn, on the unmeaning names which 
musicians often give to their works, as Concerto in 
F, Concerto in B b, First Symphony, Second Sym- 
phony, &c. Mendelssohn said, that though in al- 
most every case the composer might have a leading 
jdea, it would be often difficult, or even impossible, 
V) give any title sufficiently comprehensive to con- 
vey the same idea or feeling to the mind of the 
hearer. 

But music, except to musicians, can only give 
deas, or rather raise images, by association ; it can 
^ve the pleasure which the just accordance of mu« 
■ical sounds must give to sensitive ears, but the 
associated ideas or images, if any, must be quite 
accidental. Haydn, we are told, when he sat down 
to compose, used first to invent a story in his own 
fancy — a regular succession of imaginary incidents 
and feelings — to which he framed or suited the 
successive movements (motivi) of his concerto 

8 
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Would it not hare been an adyantage if Haydn 
cotdd have given to his composition sucb a title as 
would have pitched the imagination of the listener 
at once upon the same key ? Mendelssohn himself 
has done this in the pieces which he has entided 
** Overture to Melusina," " Overture to the He- 
brides," ''Meeres Stille und GlUckliche Fahrt,* 
" The Brook," and others, — ^which is better surely 
than Sonata No. 1, Sonata No. 2. Take the Me- 
Insina, for example ; is there not in the sentiment 
of the music, all the sentiment of the beautiful old 
fiury tale? — first, in the flowing, intermingling 
harmony, we have the soft elemental delicacy of 
the water nymph ; then, the gushing of fountains, 
the undulating waves ; then the martial prowess of 
the knightly lover, and the splendor of chivalry 
prevailing over the softer and more ethereal na- 
ture; and tben, at last, the dissolution of the 
charm ; the ebbing, fainting, and failing away into 
silence of the beautiful water spirit You will say 
it might answer just as well for Ondine; but this 
signifies little, provided we have our fancy pitched 
to certain poetical associations preexisting in the 
composer's mind. Thus, not only poems, but pic- 
tures and statues, might be set to music. I sug- 
gested to Thalberg as a subject the Aurora or 
Guido. It should begin with a slow, subdued, and 
solemn movement, to express the slumbrous soft- 
ness of that dewy hour which precedes the coming 
of the day, and which in the picture broods over 
tihe distant landscape, still wrapt in daricne&s and 
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Bleep;, then the stealing upwards of the gradual 
dawn ; the brightening, the quickening of all life ; 
the awakening of the birds, the burst of the sun- 
light, the rushing of the steeds of Hyperion through 
the sky, the aerial dance of the Hours, and the 
whole concluding with a magnificent choral song 
of triumph and rejoicing sent up from uniTersal 
nature. 

And then in the same spirit — no, in his own 
grander spirit — ^I would have Mendelssohn im^ 
proviso the Laocoon. There would be the pomp 
and procession of the sacrifice on the sea-shore ; 
the flowing in of the waves; the two serpents 
which come gliding on their foamy crests, wreatb* 
ing, and rearing, and undulating; the horror, the 
lamentation, the clash of confiision, the death stru^ 
gle, and, af%er a deep pause, the wail of lamenta- 
tion, the funereal march ; — ^the whole closing with 
a hymn to Apolla Can you not just imagine such 
a piece of music, and composed by Mendelsohn ? 
and can you not fancy the possibility of setting to 
music, in the same manner, Bafiaelle's Cupid and 
Psyche, or his Galatea, or the group of the Niobe ? 
Niobe would be a magnificent subject either for « 
(oacerto, or for a kind of mythological oratoria 
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ON THE FEMALE CHARACTEB. 

March S. 

Turning over Boswell to-day, I came upon tfaib 
passage : Johnson says, " I do not commend a soci- 
ety where there is an agreement that what would 
not otherwise be fair shall be fair ; bat I maintain 
that an individual of any society who practises 
what is allowed, is not dishonest*' 

What say you to this reasoning of our great 
moralist ? does it not reduce the whole moral law 
to something merely conventional ? 

In another place, Dr. Johnson asks, "Wha- 
proportion does climate bear to the complex sys* 
tem of human life ? " I shiver while I answer, " A 
good deal, my dear Doctor, to some individuals, 
and yet more to whole races of men." 

He says aflerwards, "I deal more in notioni 
than in facts." And so do I, it seems. 

He talks of " men being held dovm in conversa- 
tion by the presence of women " — held up rather, 
where moral feeling is concerned; and if held 
down where intellect and social interests are con- 
cerned, then so much the worse for such a state of 
society. 

Johnson knew absolutely nothing about women 
witness that one assertion, among others more in« 
suiting, that it is matter of indifference to a woman 
whe'lier her husband be faithful or not He says 
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m another place, " If we men require more pe^ jfeo 
Hon from women dian from ourselves, it ia du<ng 
Uiem honor." 

Indeed! If, in exacting from us more perfeo 
fcion, you do not allow us the higher and nobler 
nature, you do us not honor, but gross injustice; 
and if you do allow us the higher nature, and yet 
regard us as subject and inferior, then the injustice 
is the greater. There, Doctor, is a dilemma for 
you. 

Of all our modem authors, Coleridge best under- 
stood the essential nature of women, and has said 
the truest and most beautiful things of our sex 
generally ; and of all our modem authors, Hazlitt 
was most remarkable for his utter ignorance of 
women, generally and individually. 

Charles Lamb, of all the men I ever talked to, 
had the most kindly, the most compassionate, the 
most reverential feelings towards woman; but he 
did not, like Coleridge, set forth these feelings 
with elaborate eloquence— they came gushing out 
of his heart and stammering from his tongue^ 
clothed sometimes in the quaintest disguise of iron* 
ical abuse, and sometimes in words which made the 
tears spring to one's eyes. He seemed to under- 
stand us not as a poet, nor yet as a man of the 
world; but by the unerring instinct of the most 
ioving and benevolent of hearts. 

When Coleridge said antithetically, " that it was 
the beauty of a woman's character to be characier- 
less," I suppose it is as if he had said, " It u Jm 
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beauty of the diamond to be colorless ; " for he iii< 
itances Ophelia and Desdemona ; and though they 
ure colorless in their pure, transparent simplicitj, 
they are as far as possible ftom characterless, for in 
the yery quality of being odorless consists the 
character. 

Speaking of Coleridge reminds me that it wai 
(torn Ludwig Tieck I first learned the death of thii 
wonderful man ; and as I, too, had '* sat at the feet 
of Gamaliel and heard his words," the news struck 
me with a solemn sorrow. I remember that Tieck, 
in announcing the death of Coleridge, said, in his 
impressive manner, "A great spirit has passed 
from the world, and the world knew him not" 



March 6. 

As light was the eldest-bom principle of the 
Qniverse, so love was Hie eldest-bom passion of 
humanity, though people quote Milton to proYS 
that vanity was so — ^in our own sex at least ; and 
many are the witty sayings on this favorite text 
but they are wrong, and their text misinterpreted. 
Eve, when she looked in pas^onate delight on het 
own lovely face reflected in the stream, knew not 
it was her own, and had nothing else to love ; the 
moment she found an Adam on whom to lavish the 
awakened sympathies, she turned from the shadow 
to the reality, even though " less winning soft, less 
uniably fair ; " she did not sit upon the bank, and 
pine to death for her own fair face, 
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^ Like tiist too beaateons boy 
That loBt himself by loTing of himself; * 

—while the voice of loye wooed her in vtln. Yaii* 
Lty in this instance was but the snadow of love. 

But, O me I how many women since the days of 
Echo and Narcissus, have pined themselves into 
air for the love of men who were in love only with 
themselves I 

— ♦— 

Where the vivacity of the inteUect and the 
strength of the passions, exceed the development 
of the moral faculties, the character is likely to be 
imbittered or corrupted by extremes, either of 
adversity or prosperity. This is especially the case 
with women ; but as far as my own observation and 
experience go, I should say that many more women 
have their heads turned by prosperity than their 
hearts spoiled by adversity; and, in general, the 
female character rises with the pressure of ill for- 
tune. Sir James Mackintosh says somewhere, 
^ That almost every woman is either formed in the 
school, or tried by the test of adversity ; it may be 
more necessary to the greatness cf the female char- 
acter than that of men." 

And why so ? — I understand the first part of this 
sentence, but not the last Why should the test of 
adversity be more necessary to the greatness of the 
female character than that of men ? The perpetr 
nal, and psdnful, and straggling collision of man 
irith man forms and tries him; woman has little 
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compu1sor|r colliaion with woman ; our equals ami 
our most seyere schoolmasters, and the tyranny of 
oircumstances supplies thb want to women 
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March 10. 

I brought from Weimar Dr. Ekermann's book,* 
which, as yet, I have only glanced over in parts ; 
by this time it must be well known all over the 
world of literature. When I left Weimar, it wai 
not yet published. There my attention was strongly 
directed to this book, not so much by the interest 
as by the kind of interest it had excited around me. 
I remember one of Goethe's grandsons turning 
over the leaves as it lay on my table, and ex« 
claiming with animation — "Es ist der Grosspapa 
selbst I da lebt er 1— da spricht er 1 " (It is grand- 
papa himself! — ^here he lives — ^he speaks! ") 

Another, habitually intimate with the domestic 
life of Goethe, said, with emotion — " Es ist daa 
buch von liebe und wahrheit" (It is the book of 
love and truth.) 

*' Whatever may be in that book," said a deai 
friend of mine, when she placed it in my handa 

* G«8pT9cbe mit Qoethe. (GonTorsations wlCh Ctoethe.) 
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* I would pledge myself beforehand for its trutlk 
rhe mind of Ekermann, at once unsullied and 
rjimffled hy all contact with the world, is so con* 
kfcituted, that he could not perceive or speak other 
than the truth, any more than a perfectly clear and 
SL^ooth mirror could reflect a false or a distorted 
I'nage." 

Now all this was delightful ! The sort of praise 
^ne does not often hear either of a book or a writer 
--and so, to read I do most seriously incline. 

I read the preface to-day, and part of the intro- 
luction. 

In the preface, Ekermann says, very beautifully, 
^ When I think of the fulness, the richness of those 
lommunicalions which for nine years formed my 
rhief happiness, and now perceive how little of all 
( have been able to preserve in writing ; I feel like 
n child, who seeks to catch in his open hands the 
jlenteous showers of spring, and finds that the 
greatest part has escaped through his fingers." 

A little farther on he says — ^^ I am far from be- 
ueving that I have here unveiled the whole inward 
lieing of Goethe, (der ganze innere Goethe.) One 
may liken this most wonderful spirit to a many-sided 
diamond, which in every direction reflected a differ- 
ent hue ; and as, in his intercourse with difierent 
persons in different positions, he would himself 
appear different — I can only say modestly — ^** This 
m MY Goethe ! " 

This may be said with truth of every character, 
f^ewed through the mind of another; of evei^ 
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portrait of i^e same individual painted by a diSbv- 
ent artist 

And not only where we have to deal with marked 
and distinguished characters, but in the common in- 
tercourse of life, we should do well to take this dis- 
tinction into account; and, on this principle, 1 
would never judge a character by hearsay, nor 
Tenture further, even in my own judgment, than to 
admit that such a person I like, and such another I 
do not like. In the last case the fault, the deficien- 
cy, the cause, whatever it may be, is as probably on 
my side as on theirs ; and though this may sound 
offensive and arbitrary, it is more just than sayiug 
such a one is worthless or disagreeable ; for the 
first I can never know, and as for the latter, the 
most disagreeable people I ever met with had those 
who loved them, and thought them, no doubt with 
reason, very agreeable. 

Of a very great, and at the same time complex 
mind, we should be careful not to trust entirely to 
any one portrait, even though from the life, and of 
undoubted truth. Johnson, as he appears in " Bos- 
well," is, I think, the only perfectly individualized 
portrait I remember ; and hence the various and 
often inconsistent effect it produces. One moment 
he is an object of awe, the next of ridicule ; we 
love, we venerate him on this page — on the next we 
despise, we abhor him. Here he gives out oracles 
and lessons of wisdom surpassing those of the sages 
of old ; and there we see him grunting over his 
tavorite dish, and " trundling " the meat down his 
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tbtoat, like a Hottentot But, in the end, suiJi if 
the influence of truth, when we can hare the whole 
of it, that we dismias Johnson like a friend to whose 
disagreeable habits and peculiarities we had become 
accustomed, while his sterling Tirtues had won our 
respect and confidence. If I had seen Johnson 
once, I should probably have no impression but that 
made on my imagination by his fame and his aiuh 
tere wisdom, and should remain awe-struck ; at the 
setiond interview I might hare disliked him. Bat 
Boswell has ^ven me a fiiend, and I love the old 
fellow, though I cannot love his bull-dog mannera, 
and worse than bulklog prejudices. 

Were it possible to have of Goethe as oniversaly 
many-sided, and faithful a picture, it would be 
something transcendent in interest ; but I do not 
think he had a Boswell near him, nor any one, I 
imagine, who would be inclined to buy immortality 
at the same price with that worthy ; — at least £kep> 
mann does not seem such a man.* 

* A lady a near and dear relation of Ooetbe, who had liv«d 
fa rery many years in the cloeeet communion with him, wai 
ywoe d by axgumenta and iplendid oflbn of emolument to givt 
to the woirld the dmnestio life of the poet, or at least contribute 
■ome notes with regard to his private conyersations and oiiinioni. 
She refhsed at once and decidedly. ** I had," said she, *^se'reimi 
Masons for this. In the first place, I have not a good memory, 
and I have a very lively imagination; I could not always trust 
myself. What I should say would be something very near the 
truth, and very like the truth, but would it be the truth ? How 
eould [ send into the world a book, of the exact truth of which I 
«onld not in my own conscience, and to my own convictton, be 
iMured? A second reason was, that (Joetne did not die young; 
[ rauld not do him any Justice he was unable to do tiimself, I9 
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The account of Aimaelf in the introdactkm is die 
moft charming little bit of autobiography I hare 
ever met with ; it is written to account for his first 
introduction to, and subsequent intercourse with, 
Goethe, and is only too short The perfect rim- 
pHcity and modesty, yet good taste and even ele- 
gance of this little history, are quite captivating. 
The strufrgles of a poor German scholar, the secret 
aspirations, the feelings, the sorrows, the toils, the 
hardships, of a refined and gentle spirit, striving 
with obscurity and vulgar cares and poverty, are 
all briefly but graphically touched, — a sketch only, 
yet full of life and truth. Ekermann, it seems, 
was the son of a poor cottager and peddler, residing, 
when not engaged in his ambulatory traffic, in a 
little village near Hamburg. Though steeped in 
poverty, they seem to have been above actual want, 
and not unhappy. For the first fourteen years of 
his life Ekermann was employed in taking care of 
their only cow, the chief support of the family ; 
gathering wood for firing in the winter; and in 
summer occasionally assbting his father in carrying 
the package of small wares with which he travelled 
through the neighboring villages. " All this time,** 
says Ekermann, "I was so far from being tor- 

telllng tha world what he would hare done, what he eovid ha-n 
Aone, or what ho had intended to do, if time had been giren. 
He Ured long enough to aocomplish hie own flime. He told the 
world all he chose the world to know; and if not, ia it for me— 
liDr me ! — ^to fill np the vacancy, by telling what, perhaps, he 
oerer meant to be told?— what I owed to his boundless Iotb and 
•onfldenoe?— <Aai were too horrible ! " 
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mented by any secret ambition for higher tbingi 
or any intuitive longing after science or literature 
that I did not even know that they existed." Ir 
this case, as in many others, accident, as we call it 
developed the latent faculties of a mind of no com 
mon order. A woodcut of a galloping horse — th« 
excise stamp, on a paper of tobacco which hii 
fatiier brought from Hamburg — first excited hii 
admiration, and then the wbh to imitate what h< 
admired. He attempted to copy the horse with a 
pen and ink ; succeeded, much to his own delight 
and the wonder of his simple parents ; and then, 
by dint of copying some poor engravings, (lent to 
him by a potter in the neighborhood, who used 
them to ornament his ware,) he became a tolerable 
draughtsman ; he was then noticed and encouraged 
by a gentleman, who asked him if he should lik<) 
to become a painter. Now the only idea of a 
painter which had ever occurred to his father and 
mother was that of a house-painter ; and as they 
had seen house-painters at Hamburg suspended on 
dangerous scaffolds, when decorating the exterior 
of the buildings there, his tender mother begged 
him not to think of a trade in which he ran the 
risk of breaking his neck ; and the offer was re- 
fpectfully declined. 

In the family of the gentleman who noticed him, 
Ekermann picked up a littie French, Latin, and 
Aiusic ; and now the thirst for information was awak- 
ened in his mind ; he studied with diligence, and, 
as a clerk in different offices, maintained himself 



dll the breaking out of the war of duUveruioe is 
1819. He then, like every man who oould cany a 
firelock, enrolled himself in the army, and made 
the campaigns of 1813 and 1814. The ooqpa In 
which he served was nuuvhed into Flanders, and 
there for the first time he had the perception of 
what pictures are, <^ all that he had lost in refiia- 
ing to become a painter, and conld have wqit, as 
he says, for verj grief and self-reproach. He 
passed all his leisure in wandering throagb the 
churches, gaiing on the works of the great Flem- 
ish masters. At once the resolution to become an 
artist took possession of his mind. When his regh 
ment was disbanded, he set to work and placed 
himself under the tuidon of Rambeig, in Hanovec 
There is something very touching in this part of 
his hbtory ; he had himself nodiing in the world — 
no means of subsistence ; but he had a fiiend in 
tolerable circumstances at Hanover ; he made his 
solitary way through the snow on foot to that city, 
and took up his residence with this friend of his 
youth, who shared with him his home and slender 
income. Anxious, however, not to be a burden 
longer than was absolutely necessaiy, he sought 
employment, worked so hard as to injure his 
health, and brought himself to the veige of the 
grave, — in short, he was obliged to give up all 
hope of studying art as a profession, and he to(A 
to literature ; here he showed the same indefatig- 
able temper, and, conscious of his imperfect educ» 
tion, he put himself to school ; and, that he might 
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be enabled to pay for inertavction, procured the nfei 
nation of a clerk in a public office. At the age of 
twenty-six he became a scholar in the second claM 
of the Gymnadum, among boys of fourteen and 
fifteen. Here, he says, the most advanced pupib 
in the school, far from turning him into ridicule, 
treated him with eyery mark of respect, and even 
issisted him in his studies ; but between his clerk's 
(Office and his schooling there remained to him 
scarce one moment either for food or exercise ; he 
who was eager to perfect himself in the classics, 
remained ignorant of the ^reat laws by which he 
held his existence; and we are not surprised to 
find that the result of these excessive efforts wai 
broken health, a constitution almost destroyed, and, 
in fact, permanently injured. In the midst of all 
this, Ekermann found time to fall deeply in love ; 
and the wish to obtain distinction and some settled 
means of subsistence assumed another, a more 
pleasing, and a more anxious form. But ill health 
and a desultory education were against him. He 
wrote a book of poems, which was published and 
met with some success ; the profits enabled him to 
go to a university, where for some time he seems 
to have entertained the hope of procuring an 
office, or a professorship, which should enable him 
to marry. Thus year after year passed. In the 
year 1822, he wrote his " Beitriage zur Poesie," 
(poetical essays,) and sent the MSS., with a modest 
letter, to Goethe ; the result was, an invitation to 
Weimar, where he finally took up his residence 
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Si^me time aflerwards he procured a permaneat 
situatioD, and was enabled to marr}' the woman he 
loved. Shy by nature, and averse to society, am- 
bitious only of literary distinction, having laid up 
nis whole heart, and hopes, and life, in the quiet 
pleasures of his modest home, and in the society of 
the wife whom he had obtained after a protracted 
engagement of ten years, Ekermann during the 
next three years might, perhaps, be pronounced a 
happy man. In the third year of his marriage he 
lost his amiable wife, who died in giving birth to a 
ft>n, and since that time he has become more shy 
and inaccessible than ever — ^shrinking nervously 
from the presence of strangers, and devoted to the 
poor little infant which has cost him so dear. The 
daughter-in-law and the grandsons of Goethe, who 
look up to him with a tender reverence, he seems 
to idolize, and has become in some sort the literary 
Mentor and aid of the young men, as Goethe had 
been his, long years ago. It is a family tie, every 
way sanctified, and not, I trust, to be severed in 
this world by aught that the world can give or take 
away. 



GOETHE'S LAST LOVE. 

The period at which these conversations com- 
mence was an interesting epoch in the personal 
existence of Goethe ; it was about the time of hii 
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rifflt to Marienbad, in 1823, and was marked hj 
the composition of one of his finest lyrical poems, 
the elegy in three parts, which he has entitled 
''Trilogie der Leidenschaft.** He was then sev- 
enty-four, but in appearance sixty; his eye still 
beaming with a softened fire, a cheek yet fresh 
with health, a well-knit figure, an upright, graceful 
carriage, a manner which took all hearts captive. 
The grand, the beautiful old man I — old, yet, alas I 
still young enough, it seems, in heart and frame, to 
feel once more, and for the last time, the touch of 
passion; not a mere old man's love, such as wo 
usually see it — ^half disease, or half infatuation — at 
best a weakness — the sickly fiare of a dying lamp ; 
but genuine passion in all its effects, and under its 
most profound and most painful, as well as its most 
poetical aspect 

Ekermann merely touches on this subject with 
bII posable, all becoming delicacy ; but there seems 
no occasion for me to suppress here the mention 
of some circumstances not generally known, but 
which can bring nor shame, nor pain, nor regret to 
any human being. 

The object of this love was a young person he 
had met at Marienbad— -one of the daughters of 

Madame de L w. She has been described to 

me as fair and rather full-formed, intelligent, ac- 
complished, and altogether most attractive. He 
began by admiring and petting her as a child — 
then loved her — ^loved her against his will, his be^> 
ler sense, one might almost say, against his natoroi 

4 
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There was a report in Grermany that he had ofieriMl 
her marriage; this is not true; but it was feared 
he might do so. He retaraed from Manenbad 
changed in manner; he had lost that majestic 
calm, that cheerfblness, which inspired such respect 
as well as affection in those aronnd him ; and for 
some weeks all were in anxiety for the event 
But Groethe was a man of the world, and a man of 
strong sense ; he resolved to free himself from a 
thraldom of which he felt all the misery, and pei^ 
ceived all the ridicule. He struggled manfully, 
and conquered ; but after weeks of terrible suffer- 
ing and a fit of illness, during which he was seized 
with a kind of lethargy, a suspension of all mem- 
ory, perception, feeling, from which he was with 
difficulty roused ; but he conquered ; and on his 
recovery betook himself to his usual remedy for 
pain and grief— hard work. He found " a file for 
th« serpent," and was soon deep in his new theory 
of colors and his botanical researches. If there be 
any one in the world so vulgar-minded and so 
heartless, as to find in this story of a great poet's 
last love, a subject for cruel and coarse pleasantry, 
I must say that I pity such a being. In the elegy 
alluded t4>, we find no trace of the turbulence of 
youthful passion — no hopes, no wishes, no fear?, no 
desires, no reproaches, such as lovers are wont to 
sing or say. It is no flowery, perfumed wreath of 
flattery thrown at the feet of a mistress, but ratlier 
the funereal incense of a solemn and fated sacri' 
fice. It breathes the profoundest, the saddest ten 
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iemtm^ta If in lovhig he took leave of Itf^ 
There k nothing in these linss unbecofmng to Ik 
age, nor discreditable to her ; bat all is grand, ^d 
beantiful, and decorous, and grare, in the feeling 
and expression. Sometimes, when I read it and 
think upon its truth, tears fill my eyes even to 
'>Yerflowing, and my very heart bows down in com- 
passionate reverence, as if I should behold a mih 
jestic temple struck by the lightning of heayen, 
and trembling th<t>figh its Whole ma^sy structure. 
In other moments of calmer reflection, I have con- 
sidered the result with another kind of interest, 
iui one of the tx^oeX. enttuordinai^ poetical and 
pyscholog^cal phenomena in tlie hjstoiy of huttiM 
genius. 

The first part of this poem Is addressed to the 
shade of Weither, and contains some of the moil 
powerful and hanlnoniods lines he ever wrote ( M 
dMi second part he hais pr^Lxed, as a motto, thoM 
tieatitiful nnes in his own " Tasso *' ^ 

Und wenH der Mensch in 8eiD«r Qaal Terstummt 
Gab mtr ein Grott za sagen was ich leide I 

£kennann lEiayii, that when Goethe laid before 
him thid singular poem, he found it distinguish^ 
above all the redt of his manusciipts, written tI^ 
peculiar care in his own neatest handwriting, oA 
i3ie best paper, and fastened with a silken knot into 
% red morocco cover. Thi^ little piece of faneifril, 
sentimental dandyism will bring to your recollee> 
tion the anecdote of Rousseau binding his favorite 
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letters in the " Heloiae " with ribbon eovleur 4% 
rose, and using lapia-lazuli powder to dij the wiit* 
ing- 



GOETHE'S TABLE-TALK. 

March 11. 

Went on with Ekermann's book, and found 
lome interesting things. 

Ekermann, after he had spent some weeks al 
Weimar, tells his friend that he was beginning to 
feel the favorable influence of a more social life, 
and in some sort to emerge from the merely ideal 
and theoretical existence he had hitherto led, &c. 
Goethe encourages him, and says strikingly, ^ Hold 
fast to the present. Every position, (zustand,) 
every moment of life, is of unspeakable value as 
the representative of a whole eternity." 

The following passage is at once very touching 
and very characteristic He seems to be a little 
melancholy, which was not often the case. " When 
I look back," said Goethe, ** on my early and mid- 
die life, and now in my old age reflect how few of 
those remain who were young with me, life seems 
to me like a summer residence in a watering-place 
When we first arrive, we form friendships with 
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these who Lave already spent some time there, and 
must be gone the next week. The loss is paiiifulf 
bat we connect ourselves with the second genera 
tion of visitors, with whom we spend some time and 
become dearly intimate ; but these also depart, and 
we are left alone with a third set, who arrive just 
as we are preparing for our departure, in whom we 
feel little or no interest. 

** The world has always regarded me as a peco- 
faar favorite of fortune, nor will I complain of my 
existence taken as a whole ; yet, in truth, it has 
been little else than weariness and labor ; and I 
may say that in my five-and-seventy years I have 
not enjoyed four weeks of peace and comfort — it 
was the eternal rolling of the stone. The claims 
apon my time and capabilities, from within and 
from without, were too many My only happiness 
lay in my poetic talents; yet even in this how have 
f been, through outward things, disturbed, limited^ 
and hindered I Had I kept m3r8elf more apart 
from public buaness, and could I have lived more 
in solitude, I had been happier as a man, and as a 
poet I had effected much more. Thus, afler the 
publication of my * Gotz ' and my * Werther,* a 
rertain sen&ble friend said to me in warning, 
* When a man has once done something to delight 
'he world, the world will thenceforward take care 
that he shall not do it a second time.' A wide^ 
ipread name, a high position in society, are doubt- 
Jess good things, but, with all my reputation and 
my rank, I could not ofben do more nor better than 
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Goethe has (has f — I think of him as oeing ttow f) 
I should say, that out of a collection of more than 
seventy portfolios of engrairings and original draw- 
ings, it was his general custom to have one or two 
laid on the table after dinner, and to turn them 
over in presence of his guests and the ladies of his 
family, discoursing most eloquently on the different 
subjects, or pleased to appeal to the natural sense 
and taste of those around him. It was a divine 
lecture on art 

There are in one of these portfolios some most 
exquisite etchings and drawings by Boos, the far 
mous animal painter, all representing sheep or 
goats in every possible attitude, wonderful for their 
truth. " When I look at them," says Goethe, speak- 
ing in the fulness of his admiration, '* I feel a cer> 
tun strange uneasiness. The narrow, stupid, silly, 
dreamy, yawny nature of these creatures attracts 
me into a kind of beastly sympathy with them; 
I look at them till I am half afraid of becoming a 
sheep myself, and could almost fancy that the artist 
had been one; he had no vocation to paint the 
fiercer quadrupeds, he confined himself to the 
ruminating animals, and in that he did well ; his 
sympathy with the nature of these creatures was 
bom with him — it was innate." 

What would Groethe have thought of some of 
Edwin Landseer's pictures — ^his wild deer — his 
dogs ! — the " Highland Nurse," for instance, where 
the coUey is watching by the sleeping infant ? Did 
Boos, or Snyders, or Bubens himself, ever give us 
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the morale of animal life in the fine spirit of Edwm 
Landseer ? 

Afler some other things^ Goethe goes on to say 
ILat he thinks a knowledge of the aniverse must be 
ir^nate with some poets. (It seems to have been so 
with Shakspeare.) He says he wrote " Gotz von 
Berlichingen " when he was a young inexperienced 
man of two-and-twenty. **Ten years later," he 
Jiddsy *^ I stood astonished at the truth of my own 
delineation; I had never beheld or experienced 
the like, therefore the knowledge of these multifih 
nous aspects of human nature I must have pos- 
•essed through a kind of anticipation.'' 

Tes ; the '* kind of anticipation,'' through which 
Joanna Baillie conceived and wrote her noble 
tragedies. Where did she, whose life has been 
pure and '^ retired as noontide dew," find the dark, 
item, terrible elements, out of which she framed 
the delineations of character and passion in De 
Montfort, Ethwald, Basil, Constantine ? — ^where,bat 
in her own prophetic heart and genius ? — ^in that 
intuitive, almost unconscious revelation of the uni- 
versal nature, which makes the poet, and not expe- 
rience or knowledge. Joanna Baillie, whose most 
tender and refined, and womanly and christian 
spirit never, I believe, admitted an ungentle 
thought of any living being, created De Montfort, 
and gave us the phyaology of Hatred ; and might 
weU, like Goethe, stand astonished at the truth of 
tier own delineation. 
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Fwtlier on, Goethe tpeaki of the peHeetiaa 
with which Mme of the Gennan women write theit 
Dwn language, »o aa to excel in this partioulw 
MNiie of their best anthora. The same holds good 
in France and England; co that to nndentand tha 
full force of Goethe's compliment to lus countrj- 
wcxnen, one must recollect that it is no *uch ea^ 
matter to write a fine and clear Gennan style, 
where there are twenty dialects and a hundred 
different styles. Prince UeUemich once observed 
to me, " What I admire in your language is, that 
you have one good style io speaking and writii^ ( 
and all well-bred and well-edncated persons in 
England speak and write neariy alike. Here, in 
Gennaoy, we have as many different styles as in- 
dividnal writers, and the difference is greater tliait 
a foreigner could eanly ima^ne." 

Yet eren this kind of individaaLty, in point of 
style, may poesibly have a value and a charm, and 
this will be felt if ever the rules of a good style b» 
90 fixed by cridcuim or fashion, that all Germany 
will write anifoniily. 

What be says of himself and IHeck is very in- 
teresting ; he speaks of him with admiration and 
kind feeling, bat adds, "that when the Schleg^ 
«tX up Ti^rk ns a sort i^ literary rival to himself 
ihey plai'cil liiiti in a false position. I may say 
Ibis op>i[ily," aikis this great man, with a dignified 
and frank simjjlicity. "I did not make myself' 
aad it were much the same thing as though 1 
should even myself with Shakspeare, who also did 



aOBTHS'S TABLB-IALK. 5t 

iot mak* himself-^a bong &r, far above ma, to 
whom I look np with reveveace and wonder." 

Driying home one day from Tiefiirt, as the car^ 
riage turned, they faced the sun just as he was 
linking in the west Goethe ceased speaking, and 
remained for a few moments as if lost in thought 
then rousing himself, he repeated from some old 
poet-** 

* XJntex^hend sogar i8t*8 immer dieselbige Sonne.'* 

H^ then oontiniied, with a most cheerful and ani- 
mated expressions^* When a man has lived seven* 
ty-five years, he must needs think sometimes upon 
death. This thought brings me perfect peace, for 
I have the fixed conviction that the spirit is io^ 
mortal, and has a never-ceasing progression from 
eternity to eternity ; it is like the sun, which only 
seerM to set to our earthly eyes, but which in reality 
nerer does set, and never ceases to shine." 

Farther on, Ekermann expresses his regret that 
Goethe should have sacri^ced so much time as dip 
fector of the theatre at Weimar, and considers that 
mainy works were thus lost to the world. To which 
Goethe replies — ** Truly, it is possible I might have 
written many good things during that time ; yet, 
when I reflect, I feel no regret All my produc- 
tions, as well as endeavors, I have been accustomed 
to regard as merely symbolical, (that is, as I unde^• 
stand it, leading to something beyond, and signifi- 
cant of something better, than themselves,) and in 
^tmt of fact, it was with me as with a potter, te 
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whom it 18 quite indifferent whether he makes 
pitchers or whether he makes platters of his daj* 



GOETHE'S IDEAS ON THE POSmON 

OF WOMEN. 

March 18. 

Idle to-day, and although I read a good deal, 1 
translated yery little, and noted less. 

Tet the following passage struck me. The con- 
versation turned on the German poetesses, and 
Rehbein, Goethe's physician, insisted that the poet- 
ical talent in women was *' ein Art Ton geistigem 
Geschlechtstrieb." 

'^Hear himl" exclaimed Goethe; **hear the 
physician, with his ' intellectual impulse of sex ! *" 

Rehbein explained himself, by observing ^ that 
the women who had distinguished themselves in 
literature, poetry especially, were almost univer- 
sally women who had been disappointed in their 
best affections, and sought in this direction of the 
intellect a sort of compensation. When women 
are married, and have children to take care of, 
they do not often think of writing poetry." * 

Tliis is not very politely or delicately expressed ; 

* This applies more to Germany than with us, and ereo up It 
Om present time it has required a very powerful reaction of aomt 
kind to drlTB a German woman into the pnbBo path of Utecatmi 
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Imt we must not therefore slirink from it, for it in- 
volves some important conaderations. It is most 
certain that among the women who have been di»> 
tinguished in literature, three fourths have beei 
either by nature, or fate, or the law of society, 
placed in a painful or a false position; it is alsr 
most certain that in these days when society is be 
coming every day more artificial and more com 
plex, and marriage, as the gentlemen assure us 
more and more expensive, hazardous, and inexp» 
dient, women must find means to fill up the void 
of existence. Men, our natural protectors, oni 
lawgivers, our masters, throw us upon our own re- 
sources ; the qualities which they pretend to admire 
in us, — ^the overflowing, the clinging affections of a 
warm heart, — ^the household devotion, — ^the submli- 
live wish to please, that feels ^* every vanity in 
fondness lost," — ^the tender shrinking sensitiveneu 
which Adam thought so charming in his Eve, — to 
cultivate these, to make them, by artificial means, 
the staple of the womanly character, is it not to 
cultivate a taste for sunshine and roses, in those we 
send to pass their lives in the arctic zone ? We 
have gone away from nature, and we must, — if we 
can, substitute another nature. Art, literature, 
and science, remain to us. Reli^on, which for- 
merly opened the doors of nunneries and convents 
to forlorn women, now mingling her beautiful and 
soothing influence with resources which the preju- 
dices of the world have yet left open to us, teaches 
If another lesson, that only in utility, such as v 
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left to us, only in the assiduous emploTinent of lodk 
faculties as we are pemntted to exercise, can ire 
find health and peace, and compensation fbr the 
wasted or repressed impulses and energies more 
proper to our sex — ^more natural — ^perhaps mors 
pleasing to Qod; but trusting in his mercy, and 
using the means he has given, we must do the best 
we can for ourselves and for our sisterhood. The 
cruel prejudices which would have shut us out 
frqm nobler consolation and occupations have 
ceased in great part, and will soon be remembef^d 
only as the rude, coarse barbarism of a bygone 
age. Let us then have no more caricatures of 
methodtstica], card-playing, and acrimonious old 
maids. Let us hear no more of scandal, parrots, 
cats, and lapdogs— or worse! — ^these never-faiKng 
subjects of derision with the vulgar and the frivo* 
lous, but the source of a thousand compassionate 
and melancholy feelings in those who can reflect ! 
In the name of humanity and womanhood, let Ul 
have no more of them ! Coleridge, who has said 
and written the most beautiful, the most tender, 
the most reverential things of women — who undeN 
stands better than any man, any poet, what I trill 
call the metaphysics of love — Coleridge, as you 
will remember, has asserted that the perfection of a 
woman's character is to be characterless, " Every 
man,'' said he, " would like to have an Ophelia or 
a Desderaona for his wife." No doubt ; the senti 
ment is truly a masculine one ; and what was iheit 
(ate ? What would now be the &te of such niir» 
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ssting and confiding angels? Is this the age of 
Arcadia? Do we live among Paladins and Sir 
Charles Grandisons, and are oar weakness, and 
bor innocence, and oar ignorance, safeguards — or 
snares ? Do we indeed find our account in being 

" Fine by defect, and beautifully weak? " 

No, no ; women need in these times character be* 
yond every thing else; the qualities which will 
enable them to endure and to resist evil ; the sel^ 
goremed, the cultivated, active mind, to protect 
and to maintun ourselves. How many wretched 
women nuirry for a maintenance! How many 
wretched women sell themselves to dishonor for 
bread I — and there is small difi*erence, if any, m 
tbe infamy and the miser}' I How many unmarried 
women live in heart^wearing dependence ; — if poor, 
in solitary penury, loveless, joyless, nnendeared; 
•—if rich, in aimless, pitiful trilling ! How many, 
strange to say, marry for the independence they 
dare not otherwise cl«ml But the more paths 
opened to ns, the less fear that we should go astray. 
Surely it is dangerous, it is wicked, in these days, 
to follow the old saw, to bring up women to be 
** happy wives and mothers ; " that is to say, to let 
all her accomplishments, her sentiments, her viewi 
of life, take one direction, as if for women there 
existed only one destiny— one hope, one bleanng, 
one object, one passion in existence; some people 
lay it ought to be so, but we know that it is *tot so ; 
we know that hundreds, that thousands of womea 



»re not liapp; wives and mothen — are nwta 
either wivei or mothere at ail. The cultivation of 
the moral strengith and the active energies of a 
woman's mind, together with the intellectual iacnl- 
tiea and tastes, will not ma^e a woman a less good, 
len happj wife and mother, and will enable her 
to Gnd content and independeDce when denied 
love and happnnen. 



HaiuliU. 

tioedie (peaks with great adnuration of tha 
poems, original and translated, of lUri, (Madem- 
nselle Jacob, now Mrs. Bobioson, and settled, I 
believe, in America.) 

There is a great deal about Lord Byron in scab- 
tered passages. Goethe seems to have understood 
him aatonishingly well — I mean the man as well 
as the poet* At this time Lord Byron was turning 
all heads in Germany, and Goethe, who was flat- 
tered by the veneration and admiration of Byron, 
felt and acknowledged his genius. " He was," says 
Ekemtann, " quite inexhaustible when once he 
began to speak of Byron," and, as a poet himself, 
sympathized in the transcendent poetical powen 
he displayed ; but as a philosopher and saga, Goethe 
lamented the abuse, the misdirection of the talent* 
be appreciated. He reproaches him with the neg- 
ative, the gloomy tendency of his mind ; he con- 

• Utd B;nn tit dot inn maa t dIeliMt, aoteld *r nOKiUrl 
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trasts it with the healthful cheerfulness of such a 
qmit as ShaJkspeare's. Speaking of his strange 
attempt to defend and revive the strict law of the 
drama with regard to the three unities, he sajB 
pointedly, ^'Had he but known as well how to 
nstrain himself within the fixed rrufral limits I " 

In another place he speaks with contempt of the 
poets, imitators of Lord Byron, ** who write as if 
they were all sick, and the whole bright world a 
lazar-house.'' He says, *'It is a real misuse and 
abuse of poetry, which was given to us to console 
us in the struggle of life, and make man more con- 
.tent with the world he lives in, not less." 

How entirely I sympathize with Goethe, wheii 
he breaks out in indignation against the negative 
and the satirical in poetry and art! He says, 
^ When I have called the bad — bad^ how much is 
gained by that ? The man who would work aright 
must not deal in censure, must not trouble himself 
about what is bad, but show and do what is good ; " 
ftnd this is surely true. He says elsewhere, that 
when there was doubt and contradiction in his mind, 
he kept it within himself; he gave to the public 
only the assured result, (or what he considered 
tuch,) when he had arrived at it This firmness of 
tone, this lofty and cheerful view of the universe 
and humanity, strike us particularly in many of 
Goethe's works. He says himself, that the ori^ 
of most of his lyrics was truth ; some real incident, 
lome real sentiment; and some of his fine moral 
.poems — ^for instance, those which he has eutLtUd 

6 
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•• Gronzen der Menschheit " and « Das Gottliche," 
remind me of Wordsworth, in the pure healtlifiiJ 
feeling, as well as the felicity and beauty of the 
expression through which it has found a channel to 
our hearts. 

He says of Winckelmann, with untranslatable 
felicity, **Man lernt nichts wenn man ihn lieset, 
aber man wird etwas.** 

Tliis next is amusing, and how frankly magnan- 
imous! He says, "People talk of originality — 
what do they mean ? As soon as we are born, the 
surrounding world begins to operate upon us, and 
80 on to the end. And, after all, what can we 
truly call our own, but energy,, power, will t Could 
I point out all that I myself owe to my great fore- 
runners and contemporaries, truly there would 
remsun but little over ! " 

Goethe could afford to say this ! 

He speaks of Schiller so affectionately, and with 
such a fine, just discrimination of his powers I 
^ All in Schiller was high and great — ^his deport- 
ment, his gait, the mould of his limbs, his least mo- 
tion, was dignified and grand — only his eyes were 
Bofl." And, adds Goethe, " like his form was his 
talent We lived together," he says, "in such 
close, such daily intimacy, so in one another, that 
of many thoughts which occur in the works of both, 
it would be a question whether they originated 
with the one or the other.'' 

The two great men, thus bound together during 
their lives, were, after Schiller's death, placed in ■ 
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kind of rivalBlup ; and still the partisans of the dif- 
ferent literary factions dispute where no dispute 
ought to exist Coleridge says that *< Schiller is a 
thousand times more hearty than Goethe, and that 
Goethe does not, nor ever will, command the com- 
mon mind of the people as Schiller does." I be- 
lieve it to be true. The reason is, that Schiller has 
with him generally the women and the young men, 
L e. those whose opinions and feelings are most 
loudly, most enthusiastically expressed. Groethe, 
in allusion to this, says playfully, ^ Now have the 
public been disputing for these twenty years which 
of the two is greatest, Schiller or myself I Let 
them go and be thankful that have two such feUowi 
to dispute about 1 " 

He speaks of the new school of critical histori- 
ans, who have endeavored to prove that all ancient 
history is fable. 

** Till now," he says, ** tbe world has believed in 
the heroism of a Lucretia, a Mutius Scavola, and 
has been warmed and inspired by the idea. Now 
comes some historical critic, and assures us that 
these personages never had a real existence ; that 
it is all fidion and fable, invented by the grand 
imagination of the old Romans. What have we to 
do with such pitiful truth ! If the Romans were 
great enough to invent such things, let us at least 
be great enough to believe in them 1 " 

Here I should think he was speaking more play* 
fully and feelingly than seriously and critically 
and is it not chamung ? 
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He goes on — ^^ I used to be deliglited with a oev 
lain fact in the history of the thirte^ith centoiy 
where the Emperor Frederic 11. being engaged 
d^ainst the Pope, all the north of Germany lay 
«pen to invaders. The Asiatic hordes advanced 
«vein into Silesia, where the Duke of Leignitc de- 
feated them ; they turned back to Moravia, whera 
ihe Count Sternberg beat them. These gallant 
warriors have hitherto lived in my imagination as 
the savionrs of the German nation. JMow comes 
four Instorical critic, and he tells me that these 
(heroes sacrificed themselves very unnecessarily, for 
•that the Turkish army would doubtless have retired 
^ itself— so is a grand patriotic deed lessened and 
maligned, and one is put horribly out of humor." 
It is plain that Goethe, like Johnson, ^d not like 
to have his fagot disturbed. 

He adds, farther on, that in poetry this kind d 
•skeptical criticism is not so mischievous. <* Profea 
SOT Wolf has destroyed Homer, but he could df 
nothing to the poem itself, for the Iliad is endued 
with the miraculous property of the heroes in the 
Valhalla, who, though hewed to pieces in the morn* 
ing fight, always Mt down to dinner with whole 
ihnbs." 

But there is no end to this — ^I must stop; yet 
this about Shakspeare is so beautiful I must have it 
down. 

"How inconceivably rich and great is Shak- 
q>earel There is no motive* in human existence 

• Th« meaning of th« word fnotintj in Gennan oritklnB 
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which he has not reprr^ented and expressed, and 
witk what ease and freedom I One cannot speak 
of Shak^peare, it is aU iasufficient. I haye in the 
Wilhelm. Meisier groped about hiok, but it is man 
tnfliBfr ; he is no play-wnter, he neyer thought oC 
a stage, it was too narrow, too paltry a space £bg 
hifl mighty spirit ; yes, even the great yisiUe nm» 
yene itself was for hun in q>ace too narrow 1 

^N»y, he is too rich, too mighty. A productiya 
poet should read but one piece of his in the yeai^ 
or he will wreck himself in the vain attempt to 
reach the unreachable. I did well," he adds, ** that 
in writing my ' Gotz ' and my * E^ont,' I shocJi 
him off my shoulders. How many excellent 6er>- 
man poets haive been destroyed through him and 
Galderon? for Shakspeare," he adds fancifully, 
^presents to us golden apples in eups of silvery 
liutnigh the study c^ his worics we get hold of tba 
enps of silver, but alas, we put potatoes into them.* 

I dose my book, and so good-night ! 

Where is he now, he who £sappeared ar^ could 
■ot be lost ? — sitting witik his Shakq)eare and hia 
fiduUer up there among the stars in ooUoquy sabi 
lime? and Walter Scott standing by with love ani 
thought upon his qiacious brow — ^What a partio 
earrdel 

riumid pcrhapB be expUlned. It It used to slgniiy any etrnm out 
of vhlek the actttm or eonflequenoe tpitegs. Th^ have tks 
ynrb motivirtu, and thsgr flay of a diaiaaf or aoj fictinii, tha II 
Ji irall or ill motiifirt. 
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March lA. 

This last paragraph, which I wrote hist eTeningi 
sent me to lied with my head full of all manner of 
thoughts and memories and fancies ; and not being 
in a studious mood this miserably cold night, I 
draw my writing-table close to the fire, and bestow 
aU my tediousness on you, and if it were twice as 
much, and you were twice as far off, I would be- 
stow it on you wiih all my heart — ^would yon not 
accept the bargain ? 

I have been much busied to-day with domestic 
matters, for we are preparing to change our resi- 
dence for a new house never yet inhabited, and 
now I am alone in my room. I feel tired, and 
have fallen into a very dismal and fantastic mood. 

Whence and what are we, ** that things whose 
sense we see not, fray us with things that be not?** 
If I had the heart of that wondrous bird in the 
Persian tales, which being pressed upon a human 
heart, obliged that heart to utter truth through the 
lips, sleeping or waking, then I think I would in- 
quire how far in each bosom exists the belief in the 
supernatural ? In many minds which I know, and 
otherwise strong minds, it certainly exists a hidden 
source of torment ; in others, not stronger, it exists 
a source of absolute pleasure and excitement. 1 
have known people most wittily ridicule, or gravely 
diso3untenance, a belief in spectral appearances, 
md all the time I could see in their faces that once 
in their lives at least they had been frightened al 
their own shadow. The conventional cowardice^ 
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the fcAT of ridicule, even the self-respect which 
prevents intelligent persons from revealing the ex- 
act truth of what passes through their own minds 
on this point, deprives us of a means to trace to its 
sources and develop an interesting branch of Psy- 
chology. Between vulgar credulity and exaggera- 
tion on the one hand, and the absolute skepticism 
and materialism of some would-be philosophers on 
the other, lies a vast space of debatable ground, a 
sort of twilight region or /tm^, through which I do 
not see my way distinctly. One of the most gifled 
and accomplished, as well as most rational and 
most practical characters I ever met with, once 
said to me seriously, ** I thank God I do not believe 
in the impossibility of any thing." 

How far are our perceptions confined to oui 
outward senses ? Can any one tell ? — ^for that our 
perceptions are not wholly confined to impressions 
taken in by the outward senses seems the only one 
thing proved; and are such sensible impressions 
the only real ones ? When any one asks me gayly 
the so common and commonplace question — com- 
mon even in these our rational times — ^^'Do yoa 
now really believe in ghosts ? " I generally answer 
as gayly — " I really don't know 1 " In the common 
vulgar meaning of the words, I certainly do not 
but in the reality of many things termed imaginary 
I certainly do. 

While I was staying at Weimar, in (joethe' 
house, a very pretty little soir^ was arranged for 
me at Madame d'Alefeldt's ; there were no cards 
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(bat evening ; and seated round a table we becairia 
extremely talkative and confidential, and at last 
we took to relating ghost stories. It should seem 
diat Germany is still like Ireland, the land jf the 
supernatural, as well as the land of romance. 
There was something quite delightful m the good 
fiiith and the perfect $&ievx of some of the namk 
tors, as well as some of the fisteners — ^myself in* 
e.uded. 

Baron Sternberg gave us a story of an appari* 
(Son at his sister's easde in Livonia ; it was admi- 
rable, and most admirably told, though, truly, it 
seemed the last of all apparitions that one would 
have expected to haunt a castle in Livonia, for it 
was that of Yoltsdre. 

Then the grand duke gave us the lustory of a 
certain Princess of RudoTstadt, whose picture is at 
Kochberg, and who, in the estimation of her fam* 
fly, had the gift of prophecy, of seeing visions, and 
dreanung dreams ; but such visnons and such dreams 
-^^40 wild, so poetical, and even so grotesque-' 
shadowing forth the former and fliture destinies of 
her family I and, in truth, the whole story, and the 
description of the old castle of Rudoistadt, and the 
old eourt, and the three old superannuated prin* 
cesses, Uke gothic figures woven into tapestry— so 
stately, and so stifiT, and so ugly, and withal so 
tinged with the ideal and romantic, were given 
wtllb so much liveliness <^ detail, and so much 
gr&iihic spirit, that I was beyond measure amused 
and interested. I thought I saw them before me 
Kid methinks I see them now. 
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In i^tam for this tale, I gave from the best sch 
iiOTity, that of Croflon Croker, the historv of the 
Irish banshee, and particularly of that identical 
iE>an8hee, whose visitations as the hereditary attend- 
ant on my own family I had pmnful reason to re- 
member. My banshee pleased universally; tc 
most of the company the idea was something new, 
and I have even hopes that it may have inspired 
Sternberg with a pendant to his poem on King 
lyDonohue. 

The conversation turned naturally upon hered- 
tary apparitions and spectral penances, the froit 
Jt ancestral crimes, on which superstition Grill- 
(larzer has founded his fine lyric drama of " The 

ihnfrau.** The castle di the W family, in 

Ihe neighborhood of Weimar, was mentioned as 
lubject to this species of ghostly visitation. Two 
tftdividuab present, who had been on a visit at tins 
eastle, spoke of the phantcmi avte eonnaissance de 

fmL The present Baroness W , who had 

leen brought up among enlightened and intelli- 
gent people, declared herself perfectly incredulous, 
amd after her marriage went to inhabit the castle 
of her husband, in aQ the assurance that common 
sense and philosophy could give ; but— so went the 
tole — it happened that, soon after the birth of her 
eldest child, she awoke at B»dnight, and beheld an 
vnesrtUy being bending over the cradle of her 
iafiuit— more, as it seemed, in love and benedictioo 
linm with any unholy purpose; however, from ihia 
lime they said that she had not willingly inhalAted 
the castle of her husband's ancestors. 
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In the &mily of the Baron — — , whose CMtle if 
also in the. neighborhood of Weimar, there is a gold 
ring of marvellous power, given by some supemat 
oral being to a former Baron, with the assurance 
that as long as it remained in the castle, good for- 
tune would attend the family. Every experiment 
made of late by unbelieving barons to put this tra* 
dition to the test has been followed by some signal 
disaster, the last time by a destructive fire, which 
consumed nearly the whole castle. This story also 
was very well told. 

It should seem that in these little German states 
there was always some ancestor, some prince with 
a kind of Blue-Beard renown, to serve as the hero 
for all tales of horror — the bug-a-boo to frighten the 
children. Duke Ernest August plays the rdte du 
tyran in the history of Saxe Weimar. He was not 
only a tyrant, but atheist, alchemist, magician, and 
heaven knows what besides. Now, there was a pro& 
ligate adventurer, named Caumartin,who had indn- 
uated himself into the favor of the Duke, became 
his chamberlain, and assisted him in his magical and 
chemical researches. It is a tradition, that one of 
the ancestors of this princely family had discovered 
the philosopher's stone, and had caused the receipt 
to be buried with him, denouncing a terrible male- 
diction on whoever should violate, from avaricious 
motives, his last repose. Duke Ernest persuaded 
Caumartin to descend into the family vault, and 
pluck the mighty secret from the coffin of his an- 
rastor. Caumartin undertook the task with gay 
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Audacity, and remained two houn in the yault ihi 
reaacending, he looked pale and much changed, 
and took solemn leave of his friends, as a man con- 
demned to death. They mocked at him of course ; 
but on the third day afterwards he was found dead 
on the floor of his room, his rapier in his hand, his 
clothes torn, and his features distorted, as if by a 
fearful struggle. 

Thb story, so <A repeated in different ages and 
countries, and in eyery variety and form, appeared 
to me curious in a philosophical and historical point 
of view. Duke Ernest August lived at the time 
when a wildly superstitious credulity, a belief in 
magic and alchemy, rose up simultaneously with 
the most daring skepticism in religious matters, both 
becoming fashionable in Germany, France, and 
England, at the same time. It was the reign of 
Gagliastro and his imitators and disciples. Do you 
not recollect, in the Baron de Grimm's memoirs, the 
story of a French adventurer, who was received 
into the first circles of Paris as a supernatural be* 
ing ? He was said to possess the elixir of life, and 
the wandering Jew was apparently a youth to him 
in point of longevity. In the house of the Mar6- 
chal de Mirepoix he once sat down to the harpsi* 
chord, and played a piece of music of sublime and 
surpassing beauty. All inquired whether it was his 
own composition, or where it was to be found ? To 
which he replied, with a pensive air — ^^ The last 
Idme 1 heard it was when Alexander the Greal 
entered Babylon I " 
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Many more stories were told that night of vi 
Otis interest, but all tinged with something poeticai 
and characteristic. At last the party separated. ] 
letamed home, and, while itili a little excited, we 
continued to converse for some time on the infln* 
ence of fancy and its various illusions, and the 
superstitions of various times and countries. The 
thing was always there, forming, as it seemed, a 
part of our human nature, only modified and 
changed in its manifestadons, sometimes by out* 
ward influences, sometimes by individual temperik 
ment; fashion, otr in other words sympathy and 
imitation, having produced many ghosts, as well as 
many maniacs, and not a few suicides. 

At last we bade good-night I lighted my taper^ 
fixed in a candlestick of rather antique fon% the 
same which had been used when Goethe was chris- 
tened, and which I always took in my hand with 
doe xevarence. In coming up to my bedrooao, I 
had to pass by the door of the apartment in which 
Goethe had breathed his last It has been from 
that moment considered as a sanctuary ; the things 
remain untouched and undisturbed, and the key is 
deposited with the librarian. In the first or ant&> 
room there stands — at least when I was at Weimar 
kfaere stood — a large house-elock^ which had been 
presented to Goethe on the celebration of his jubi- 
lee ; it is the same which stood in the roons of his 
mother, and struck the hour he was bom; after 
passing through various hands, it was purchased by 
the Grand Duke of Baden, and ient as a gift to tiJM 
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|Met on that memorable occasion. This clock, like 
(the rest of the furniture of that sacred apartmeDii 
temune untouched, but on this very night, hy some 
inexplicable accident, just as I arrived at the door, 
die clock within began to strike— *one, two, three, 
fiMir, and so on to twelve. At the first stroke I 
•topped, even my breath aknost stopped, as I lis- 
tened. I looked not to the left, where the dooi 
opened into that hallowed chamber of death and 
immortality ; — I looked not to the right, where the 
•dark bollow of the staircase seemed to yawn — nor 
jet before me ; bat, with my eyes fixed on the sil- 
ver relic I held in my hand, I stood quite stilL The 
emotion which bound up my powers in that moment 
was assuredly the farthest possibly from fear, of 
aoght resembling it — it was only a sound, but it 
was the same sound and hour which had ushered 
into the world one of the greatest and most gifted 
apirits whom God, in his supreme goodness, had 
mver sent to enlighten the world, and to enlaige 
the bounds of human delight and improvement; 
it was the same sound and hour which sent it t 
mingle with the great sonl of nature, to be 

A voiOf9 in all her muBic, from the moan 
Of thunder to the song of nights sweet bird; 
To be a presence to be feh and known 
In darkness and in light. 

And so in the silence and the loneliness of the 
Aight, as those sounds fell deliberately one by one, 
they seemed to fill the whole air around me, to 
••nter in at my <earB and thrill down to my finger 
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ends, and I saw the light tremble which I held 
befoie me. But sense and the power of motiim 
returned. In the next moment I was in my room 
and seated in his chair, with a steady pulse and a 
calm spirit, glad to breathe again ** queen o'er 
myself," — my reasonable self; yet would I not have 
missed the strange, the overpowering, deliciously 
awful feelings of those well-remembered moments 
— ^no— not for the universe 1 Short and transient 
as they have been, they henceforth belong to the 
tissue of my life ; were I to live a century, I cannot 
forget them, nor would I dare to give them expres- 
sion, — ^if indeed there are words which cotUd 
express them. 



March IS. 

I was idle to-day, and, instead of going on regu- 
larly with my book, I turned over the leaves, and 
dwelt upon passages here and there, as people, 
when they are nice and are not hungry, capricious 
ly pick out tit-bits. 

The attempt to note down all that I would wish 
to retain in my memory of this delightful book, I 
find hopeless, quite. At first I fancied it something 
like *' Boswell ; " nothing can be more unlike. The 
difference between Dr. Johnson and Goethe is not 
greater than the difference between Ekermann and 
Boswell. BoswelPs book is delicious, but the man's 
personal character is always in the way ; we profit 
ofien by his indiscretion^ but his indiscriminate tri* 
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fling as often disgusts. Johnson, in his book, is the 
* great Colossus" bestriding this narrow world, 
with a Pharos in one hand, and a bundle of darti 
in the other; but in Ekermann's book Goethe u 
nothing less than the ** Olympian Jupiter," seated 
at his table and dispensing nectar and ambrosiA, 
while he plays childlike with his own lightnings.* 
Boswell's meddling coxcombry and servility some- 
times place his great patron in no very dignified 
position ; and the well-known similes of the mon- 
key on the beards back, and the puppy in the lion's 
den, seem hardly too severe. Were I to find a 
simile for Ekermann, I should say he is like a 
thrush singing under the wing of a great eagloi 
sometimes overshadowed by his mighty master, but 
not overdazzled, not overawed by the " terrors of 
his beak and lightning of his eyes," always himself 
— and, as himself, always amiable, always respecta- 
ble. His simplicity, his uprightness, and his gentle- 
ness, his poetical and artist-like feeling, are always 
delightful ; one must love him for his own sake as 
well as Goethe's. 

Yet a translation of this book would hardly 
please in England ; it deals in *^ notions more than 
*n facts," and in speculations and ideas, more than 
in anecdotes and personalities. It is necessary to 
take a strong interest in German literature and 

* There is now a melaneholy propriety In the basso rilieTO ov«r 
the entrance to Ooethe^s apartment, in his honse at Weimar; It 
represeiits the empty throne of Jupiter, with the eagle cowering 
at its foot, and the thunderbolts lyinff extinguished and idle 
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iociety, and in the fine arte generally, to care ahoa 
a great deal of it ; it is something like Coleridge't 
*^ Table-Talk," which certainly few Grermans would 
like or understand, though the criticisms and opin- 
ions are full of interest for the English reader; but 
it is yet more dramatic and lively in manner. 

When I was first in possession of this book, and 
referring with delight to some few sentences which 
tcaught my attention, a friend of mine, who had 
Jt&own Goethe well and long, wrote me, in her 
own peculiar style, some very charming things of 
Its character and intention; the meaning, and as 
nearly as I can, the words, I must try to render 
into English. 

^^Ekermann's book," sidd she, "is the purest 
altar that has yet been erected to the fame of 
Goethe. In times like these, when the feeling of 
reverence (Fietat) seems to be fast departing, 
when a young author of talent takes up the pen, 
as a sort of critical dissecting-knife, mangling and 
prying where once he trembled and adored.; when 
his first endeavor is to fling down that heaviest 
burden upon the soul of an egotist, — the burden 
of admiration for the merits of another, is it not 
pleasant to meet with such a book as this ? And 
'when every thing one reads is so artificial, so ge" 
macht, so impertinent, is it not delightful to open 
a book where in every page we feel the pulse-throb 
of a warm, true heart ? I do not know if I am 
right, but it seems to me that those who cannot 
admire, can have nothing in themselves to be 
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admired; then how worthy of admiration must 
that man be, who thns throws down his whol«) 
heart and soul in admiration before the feet of 
another I the simplicity of this entire abnegation 
of self lends to it a certain dignity. There is 
nothing here but truth and love — for Goethe loved 
Ekermann, and O ! how Ekermann loved Goethe ! 
"I can have no critical judgment here, and 
onght not to have ; I can only bear witness to the 
general truth of the whole, — nothing can be truer. 
I cannot be, like you, struck and charmed by par- 
ticular passages. I was too long a sort of Lady 
High Treasurer to be dazzled or astonished now 
that the caskets are opened. I greet the gems as 
old acquaintance 1 " 



Afler this encouraging testimony, I go on with 
my notes and my translating. 

It appears that Schiller had the notion of a the- 
atre where pieces should be ^ven occasionally for 
men only, and Goethe seems to approve of this : I 
do not. The two sexes are more than sufficiently 
separated by different duties and pursuits; what 
tends to separate them farther in their amusements 
cannot be good for either. A theatre for men only 
would soon become a bear>garden. 

At an evening party, some of his own songs, to 
which Ekermann had composed beautiful music, 
were sung for him — ^he was much pleased. When 
all was over, he observed to Ekermann, that the 

6 
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■»ngi out of the "Divan,"* seemed to haTb m 
longer any connectiOD with himaelf : '^ both what is 
Oriental and what is impaanoned in those songs,* 
said he, ** have passed away from me ; it is like ikm 
east skin of a snake, which he leaves lying on hit 
palh; bnt the little song 'nm Ifittemaeht'f rtt« 
mains with me, a living part of my own hf^" 

After several pages on all manner of things, I 
find this remark on Schiller: ** Through all hit 
works," said Goethe, *' we have the idea ef freedoms 
And this idea changed its form as the genins and 
eharacter of Schiller were progressiv^y developed. 
Im hb early age it wat physical freedom^ in his laft< 
ttr life the ideal ;" and alierwards he says finely, 
^ that is not freedom where we acknowledge aotlk> 
ing above ourselves, but that is freedom, when we 
can reverence something greater than ourselves." 

He says of La Gbrange, he was a good man, and 
even through that, he was truly great ; for wheo a 
g0od human being is gifled with talents, he will 
work for the moroi bene! t of the world, whether 
he be artist, natoral philosopher, poet, or whtteTer 
he may be." Thit is like what Weber wrote t» 
Mendelssohn^ 

Fairther on he says, *' All ihAt is great and & 
linguiflhed must be in the minority. There have 
been ministers who had both people and sovereigis 
against them, and yet have accomplished their own 
gieat plans; it is not to be hoped that leatoa «A 

* WHtten when he iras more tlum wistvfitf. 
i Written tn bis MrlyyonHk. 
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Bf9t h% popular. Passion, feelii^, may be pop# 
lar; bat reason will be the po wowio n of the few." 



I bate often lliongbt and felt, that wbole in Eng* 
land we lunre political iibertj, we have nothing 
Uke the peiMmal and indiiidaal freedom, the social 
Ubert^r of the Gennans, even aader their wont 
goTemmentB. The passage which fbllows ha», 
lierefore, straek me paitieolariy. Goetlie, in 
gpeakittg witb apj^obation of Gnisoti quotes bis 
vemail:, that '^from the old Oermans we derf^e 
the ides of peraonal freedom, which waa especialbf 
characteristic of that people^ and qaHe ankoewa 
iai the ancient repnblks." ^1b wA ibis true?* 
said Goetbe. '^la be not perfeoily ri^? and is 
not the same idea preyalent among the Gemaas 
of our own time ? From thie soorce sprung the 
Befinmation, and not less the varioiis eomplezion 
of onr Hterature. The e<»vtiniHd striving after 
Ofigmality in omr poets, so that each thinks it ne- 
eessarj to make or find a new path lor himself, the 
isolation * and eceentric habits of oar learned m&tt^ 
where each will stand on his ground, and work his 
aim oat of his irdiridnid mind, aQ come horn the 
iMBie cause. The French and the i^glii^, on 
tbe contrary, hold more together, and the people 

* Tcrisolirang. iBoIirang is nUtadA and Mpantfon— what 
Oto Tramli emU itotemeni, Tt iho Bri u ig vxp nu m fawlatfciu 



84 BTUI>iK0. 

all imitate one another. There is something mu- 
form in their dress and behavior ; they are afraid 
to swerve from a given fashion, to make themselvei 
peculiar or ridiculous. But in Germany every 
man follows his humor, without troubling himself 
about others; each man endeavors to suffice to 
himself; for in each man, as Guizot has well ob- 
0erved, lives the idea of personal and individual 
freedom, from which proceeds much that is excel-* 
lent, and also much that is absurd." 

This appears to me very true, and must, I think, 
Btrike every one who has been in Germany, and 
felt the interest which this kind of individuality 
imparts to society; though certainly I have met 
with travellers who were not a little put out by it. 
Life, with them, having hitherto flowed on " comme 
une goutte d'huile sur une table de marbre," they 
know not how to understand the little projections 
and angles they have to encounter. The women 
appear affected, and the men quizzical, precisely 
because the former are natural and the latter orig- 
inal, and all very unlike the ladies and gentlemen 
they have left behind, whose minds, like itmt 
bodies, aix; dressed in the same fashion. 

When in Germany, I was accustomed to hear 
Madame de Stael's ** De PAllemagne " mentioned, 
if mentioned at all, with something worse than 
contempt, either as forgotten or out of date. Her 
trite information, her superficial criticisms, her 
French prejudices, her feminine rashness, met witk 
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no quarter ; but think only, what changes of opiop 
ion, what revolutions in criticism, have taken place 
within thirty years I Sir James Mackintosh — ^rich 
iiii all the lore of his age, bpvond his age in most 
i^espects — writes, in 1807, (only two or three yean 
before Madame de Stael produced her book,) of 
German literature and criticism, as a sort of terra 
incognita, as the navigators of the fifteenth century 
talked of a western continent, venturing, but witJi 
hesitation, to commend Goethe, and seeming to 
thmk his ideas on art not quite despicable — ^* rather 
plausible and ingenious." He mentions the antip' 
athy in France and England against German liter- 
ature, and speaking of distinguished modem writ- 
ers, who might be considered as likely to survive 
their own age, he says, ** I comprehend even Goethe 
and Schiller within the pale ; and though I know 
that few, either in France or England, agree with 
me, I have recourse to the usual consolation of 
ringularity, that my opinion will be more prevalent 
when I am myself forgotten." 

Madame de Stael first made a breach through 
what Goethe himself called a " Chinese wall of 
prejudices;" and we may pass through it surely 
without trampling upon her who had courage to 
open the way for us. 

The Germans understand us better than we 
understand them. To have a far stronger stamp 
of national character than most other people, yet 
better to comprehend and appreciate what lies in 
the national nature of other people, is one of the 
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moft intereftmg eharaeterisdos of the GmumuL 
Their language lends itself with wonditnu richneM 
and flexibility to translation from eyerj tongue, 
Mid their catholic taste embraces all literaturei 
without insisting on any adaptation to their own 
canons of criticism or bientdance. 

All that Goethe says of art and artists is admim* 
Me— worthy of him who was the greatest critio 
and connoisseur of his country and age ; for i»* 
stance, what he says of Claude Lorraine : " Hifl 
pictures haTO the hi^est possible truth, and not A 
trace of reality; he knew the real world in iti 
minutest details, and used these details as a means 
to express the fiurer world within his own soul ; 
and Uiat b the true ideal, where real means are so 
used that the apparent truth shall produce an ilia 
iion, as if it were realUy." 

He calls architecture ^ ein$ entarrte fnasik^ an 
expression as untrenslatable as it is exquisitely 
felicitous. And many other passages I leave un« 
noted with regret. 

Yet one thing I must not omit, for it has made 
me think much. 

Goethe appears to consider ovr Saviour, with the 
twelve aposUes, as presenting too much uniformity 
to be a good subject for sculpture. The remark 
may posffibly refer to the fiunous bronzes of Peter 
Visoher on the tomb of St. Sibald at Nuremburg. 
I was struck by the variety and discrimination ex 
hibited in these figures ; yet, on recollection, the 
rarietv was in the drapery fm4 attitude— in the 
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external, not intemAl oharaoter* It weire easy to 
distinguish in soulpture two such opposite oharao^' 
teie as St John and St Paul ( hx^. how are we te 
distinguish St Andrew and St SimoO) except by 
an external jitttibute, as that of giving St Peter 
the keys, and St Bartholomew his own skin over 
his arm, as at Milan ? How make St Thomas look 
tnoredulous ? So that, on the whole, there must be 
something characterless in such a group. 

Qoethe says, that he had selected from the scrip- 
tures a cyclus of twelve figures as suited to sculp- 
ture, and presenting altogether the history of oat 
veligion. 

1. Adam, as the first man and father of mankind 
''-a type of human grandeur and perfection* He 
should have a spade, as the first cultivator of the 
earth ; and to express his character of progenitor 
and parent, he should be accompanied by a childi 
looking up to him with a bold confiding glance — a 
kind of boyish Heroules, crushing a snake in his 
hand ; (perhaps with reference to the promise.) 

2. Noah, the beginner of a new creation, as a 
vine-dresser, who, by the introduction of the grapoi 
ffdieved the cares and made glad the heart of man. 

8. MosBs, as the first lawgiver. 

4. After him, Isaiah, as prince and prophet 

5* Daniel, as the harbinger of the Messiah. 

6. Chribt, as Saviour and Bedeemer. 

7. John. 

8. The CsirruBiON of Capemaum^ as repra* 
tenting the believer^ the ChiistiaQ. 
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waj the question may be decided hereafter, Goethe'B 
01*11 feeling on the subject will be referred to with 
interest, either as a curious instance of self-delusion, 
or a sublime anticipation of future ^^ory. 

^ On what I have done as a poet," said he, '* I 
would not presume much — ^I do not pique myself 
OQ it ** — (hear this 1) — " excellent poets have lived 
&s my contemporaries — ^more excellent before me— 
and others will live after me ; but that, in my own 
•ge, I am the only one who, in the profound science 
o' colors, has obtained a knowledge of the <rtiM— 
lii that I do give myself some credit — ^in that only 
I have a consciousness of superiority over many." 

This is something like the grand, calm, self ex* 
nltation of Milton. Is it as well founded ? — ^Me- 
thinks I should like to know. 

He speaks in various places of the unseen, im- 
perceptible influences of all outward things in 
forming the genius and character. ** Surely," he 
says, ** the man who has passed all his life long be* 
neath the lofly serious oak, will be a very different 
man from him who has lived beneath the shade of 
the myrtle and the willow." 

He says, feelingly, *^It is not good for man to b€ 
alone, and, above all, it is not good for man to work 
alone ; he requires sympathy, encouragement, ex* 
citement, to succeed in any thing good ; in thb way 
I may thank Schiller for some of my best ballads ; 
and you may take the credit to yourself," he adds 
kindly to Ekermann, " if ever I finish the second 
part of ♦ Faust.' " 
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There ifl a great deal all through the second vol* 
nme relating to the second part of the '* FauBti" 
which occupied Goethe during the last years of hii 
life, and which he finished at the age of eighty-two. 
On completing it he says, " Now I may consider 
the remainder of my existence as a free gift, and it 
ifl indifferent whether I do any thing more or not; " 
as if he had considered his whole former life at 
held conditionally, binding him to execute oertain 
objects to which he belieyed himself called. He 
Bunrived the completion of the ** Faust* only one 
year. 

The purport of the second part of ^ Faust " hafl 
puzzled many German and English scholars, and 
in Grermany there are already treatises and com* 
mentaries on it, as on the " Divina Commedia." I 
noTer read it, and, if I had, would not certainly 
venture an opinion ** where doctors disagree;" 
but I recollect that Yon Hammer once gave me, in 
his clear animated manner, a comprehensive anal- 
ysis of this wonderful production — ^that is, accord* 
ing to his oton interpretation of it ^ I regard it,** 
Bald he, ^ as being from beginning to end a grand 
poetical piece of irony on the whole universe, which 
is turned, as it were, wrong side out In this point 
of view I understand it ; in any other point of view 
it appears to me incomprehensible. It contains 
some of the most splendid passages he has ini^ 
ten." 

Everywhere Goethe speaks of Sir Walter Soott 
with the utmost enthusiasm of admiration, as tht 
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greatest writer of his time ; he speaks of him at 
being without his Uke^ as without his equal. 

I remember Goethe's daugfater4n4aw saying ta 
me pkyfully, ^ When my &ther got hold of one of 
Scotf s romances, there was no speaking to him till 
he had finished the third volume; he was worse 
than any girl at a boarding-school with her first 
Borell* 

I have particular pleasure in noting this, becanM 
I have seen in several English papers and reviews 
a passage finom some book of travels in which 
Goethe, on what authority I know not, is repre- 
•ented as holding Sir Walter Scott in the ntmoit 
contempt This is altogether fiUse ; yet the same 
passage I have lately seen translated into American 
papers, and thence into the papers of Upper and 
Lower Canada. Thus over tiie whole reading 
world is the belief difiused, that one great genius 
eould either be wretchedly mistaken or enviously 
niguBt in estimating another great genius — a belief 
•0 dishonorable to genius and human nature, as it 
is consolatory to the common cry of curs, to igno- 
rant mediocrity, *' for folly loves the martyrdom of 
fame." I held in my own hands — ^read with mine 
own eyes — a long letter addressed by Sir Walter 
to Goethe, giving an account of his own family, his 
pursuits, &C. as friend to friend, and expressive 
ol the utmost reverence, as well as gratitude for 
marks of kindness and approbation received finom 
Goethe. 

^ A lie," says the ChinoiiO proverb, ^ has no feeti 
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it cannot stand ; " but it has wings, and can fly iasi 
and far enough. I only wish that truth may be 
able to follow it, and undo the mischief thus done 
— ^through some unintentional mistake perhaps,^- 
but not the less mischief and injustice* 



The following beautiful and original interpre- 
tation of Goethe's ballad of the ^ Erl-King " is 
not in Ekermann's book ; but never mind, I give 
it to you in the words in which it was given to me. 

** Goethe's ' Erl-Konig ' is a moral allegory of 
deep meaning, though I am not sure he meant it as 
such, or intended all that it signifies. 

*' There are beings in the world who see, who 
feel, with a finer sense than that granted to other 
mortals. They see the spiritual, the imaginative 
sorrow, or danger, or terror which threatens them; 
and those who see not with the same eyes, talk rea- 
son and philosophy to them. The poor frightened 
child cries out for aid, for mercy ; and Papa Wis- 
dom — worldly wisdom — answers, 

«* * Mein Sohn, es ist ein Nebelstrief I * 

** * Es scheinen die alten Weiden so grau I ' 

** It is only the vapor-wreath, or the gray willows 
waving, and tells him to be quiet I At last the poor 
child of feeling is found dead in the arms of Wis- 
dom, from causes which no one else perceived— or 
believed 1 Is it not often so ? " 
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What Goethe says of false and true tendenctM 
of mind, and the mistaking a tendency for a talent^ 
deserves attention ; it is a mistake we often fall into, 
both with regard to ourselves and others. 

He says, smiling, *' People think that a man must 
needs grow old, in order to be wise ; the truth it, 
that as years increase upon us, we have enough to 
do to be as good and as wise, as we have been. . • 
In certain things a man is as likely to be in the 
right at twenty as at sixty." 

On this point there is much more, to which I 
subscribe heartily. 

On the subject of religion I find this beautifiil 
comparison, but am not sure whether it be Eker- 
mann's or Goethe's. ^ A connoisseur standing 
before the picture of a great master will regard it 
as a whole. He knows how to combine instantly 
the scattered parts into the general effect ; the uni- 
▼ersal, as well as the individual, is to him animated. 
He has no preference for certain portions ; he doev 
not ask why this or that face is beautiful or othei 
wise; why this part is light, that dark; only he 
requires that all shall be in the right place, and 
according to the just rules of art; but place an 
ignorant person before such a picture, and you will 
see that the great design of the whole will either 
be overlooked by him, or confuse him utterly. 
Some small portion will attract him, another will 
offend him, and in the end he will dwell upon some 
trifling object which is fanuliar to him, and praise 
this helmet, or that feather, as b^ing well ezOi 
cuted." 



\ 
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** We men, before the great jMctiire ot the 
Bies of the univene, play the part of sueh donce^ 
lach noWcei in art» Here we are attracted by a 
bright spot, a gracefol eonfignration ; there we are 
r^Mlled by a deep shadow, a painlul objeet ; the 
immenae whoui bewilders and per{^exes ui; w« 
seek in vain to penetrate the leading idea of that 
great Being, who designed ihe whde upon a plan 
wtmh oiur limited human intellect eannot oompv9> 
bend." 



When Gioetibe was more than eighty, he pop- 
chased^ for the first tima, an eae^ chair. BSs indtf* 
ference, and even contempt for the most ordinaij 
comforts and luxuries of this kind, were i^mn^ing}. 
The furniture of his study and bedroom (still pre- 
served as he left them) is of ih» most homely d»- 
seripdon. A common deal table, a wooden desk, 
and a high stool, the very sight of which gave me 
a pain in my back, were the only convenienee& 
He used to say, that never being accustomed from 
his youth to luxuries and fine fiimiture, they took 
his attention from his work. But his drawing-roon 
W86 elegant^— I remember two veiy large frames, in 
which he was accustomed to dispose a variety of 
original drawings by the old masters, perhaps eight 
or ten in each. When they had hung some time, 
he changed them for another set. These were hk 
huLuries; the set of drawii^ which he last selected 
remain hanging in the rooDk 
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Hie anecdote related by Ekeimann of the Bo> 
cobbler, who used an antique head of one of 
the Gssan as a block to hammer his leather on, 
nmindi me that the head of the Sioneitf was pal 
to a similar nse by a cobbler at Prague. 

The moat extraordinary tfaing in this book it 
what Cioethe calls **I>as Damonisehe." I haTO 
(I beHeve) a kind of glimmeiing of what he meant 
whatever exercises & power, a fascxnatton over the 
mind, whatever in intellect or nature is inexplica- 
Ue, whatever seems to have a spiritual existence 
apart from all understood or received laws^ acknowl- 
edged as irresistible, yet mocking all reascm to ex- 
plain it — a kind of intellectual electridty or mag- 
netism — ^in short, whatever is unaccountable — ^he 
classes under the general head of "Das Damo- 
nische ; " a very convenient way, and truly a very 
poetical way» of getting rid of what one does not 
coHApvekend. It i% he says, as tf ** the curtain was 
drawn away hom. the background o€ existence." 
In things^ he instanceff as exan^les of this Damo* 
nisehe, music in itself and in its effect on the mind; 
poetry of the highest order; and in characters he 
instances Shakspeare^ Napoleon, Byroo;, the late 
Grand Duke^ (his Mend, Earl August,) and otiiers. 
But it is dangerous almost to go on playing thni 
witii his and one's own deepest, wildest thoughts— 
and I cannot follow them^ 

There are passages scattered up and down the 
book, which dearly prove that Goethe never cob- 
lidered himself as one called upon to take a part 
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in the revolutions and political struggles of hii 
time ; but because he stood calmly on the ** shore 
of peace with unwet eye," and let the giddy torrent 
whirl past him, shall we infer that he took no heed 
of its course ? Can we think that this great and 
gifled being, whose ample ken embraced a universe, 
had neither sympathies in the grandest interests, nor 
hopes in the brightest destinies, of humanity ? It 
were a profanation to think thus : — 

*' Although his heart (so near allied to earth) 
Caimot but pity the perplexed state 
Of tronbloos and distressed mortality, 
That thus make way onto the ngiy berth 
Of their own sorrows, and do still beget 
Affliction upon imbecility: 
Yet seeing thns the course of things must run, 
He looks thereon not strange, but as foredone.** * 

(Even while these lines were printing, Thomas 
Carlyle has observed, with equal truth and elo- 
quence, ** That to ask of such a mind as Goethe's, 
tiiat he should mix himself up with the political 
turmoils of the day, was as if we should call down 
tiie moon from the firmament of heaven, and con- 
vert her into a street torch.") 

Great and worthy of all gratitude and fame were 
those men who have devoted their best faculties, 
poured out their best blood, for the cause of free> 
dom, for the land they called their own, the princi- 
ples they espoused; but greater far, and more 
worthy of gratitude, and of purer and more endur 

•Daniel. 
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mg fam€, the very few, who Iiyed not fo** ed age, 
ft country, but for all ages — for all mankind ; who 
did not liye to preach up this or that theory, to 
mstain this or that sect or party, to insist on this 
or that truth, but who lived to work out the intel- 
lectual and spiritual good, and promote the pro* 
gresB of the whole human race — to kindle within 
the individual mind the light which is true freedom, 
or leads to it. Such was the example left by Jesus 
Christ — such a man was Shakspeare — such a man 
was Goethe. 
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March 20. 

To those who see only with their eyes, the dis- 
tant is always indistinct and little, becoming less 
and less as it recedes, till utterly lost; but to the 
imagination, which thus reverses the perspective 
of the senses, the far off is great and imposing, the 
magnitude increasing with the distance. 



I amused myself this morning with that most 
charming book " The Doctor ; " — ^it is not the sec- 
ond nor the third time of reading. How delicious 
it is wherever it opens ! — how brimful of erudition 
and wit, and how rich in thought, and sentiment, 
«nd humor I but containing assumptions, and opin* 
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mis, and prognostications, in which I would not 
believe ; — no, not for the world ! 

Southey's is a mind at which I must needs ad* 
mire ; he stands upon a vast height, as upon a pin* 
nacle of learning; he commands all around an 
immense, a boundless prospect over whatever hu- 
man intellect and capacity has achieved or may 
achieve ; but, from the peculiar construction of htt 
mind, he obstinately looks but one way — ^back to 
the past, to what has been done ; if ever he looki 
to the future, he merely glances at it sideways. 

If I might, like Solomon, ask a gift of God, I 
would profit by his mistake. I would not ask a 
wise and an understanding heart ; for what did his 
wisdom and his understanding do for him ? They 
brought him to the conclusion, that all under the 
sun was vanity and vexation of spirit, and that the 
increase of knowledge was the increase of sorrow, 
and BO the end was epicurism, despair, and idola* 
try. ** O most lame and impotent conclusion t * 
No I — I would ask, were it permitted, for a simple 
heart, that should not deceive itself or others, but 
seek truth for its own sake, and, having found 
truth, find also goodness and happiness, which mugi 
follow to complete the moral harmonic chord. 

We are so accustomed to the artificial atmosphere 
round us, that we lose sometimes the power of dif- 
tinguishing the false from the true, till we call in 
our natural instincts to do for us what our pei^ 
verted reason cannot They say that the Quee» 
of Sheba once presented before Solomon two gar 
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iandg of flowers, and desired him to pronottnof 
which was the natural, which the artificial wreath. 
The wisdom of this wisest of men did not enable 
him to do this by the appearance only, so exqnii^ 
itely had art imitated nature, till on seeing a bee 
fluttering near, he called it to his aid. The little 
ereature at once settled the question hy alighting 
on the real flowers, and avoiding the fidse ones. 

We have instincts as true as those of the bee to 
reflise the evil and to choose the good, if we did 
not smother them up with nonsense and metft- 
phymcs. 



How true what Southey says! (the Doctor I 
mean — ^I beg his pardon,) — ^** We make the greater 
part of the evil circumstances in which we are 
placed, and then we fit ourselves for those circum- 
stances by a process of degradation, the efiect of 
which most people see in the classes below them, 
though they may not be conscious that it is operat- 
ing in a different manner, but with equal force, 
upon themselves." 

The effect of those preordained evils — if they 
are such — which we inherit with our mortal state ; 
inevitable death — the separation from those we 
love — old age with its wants, its feebleness, its 
helplessness — those sufferings which are in the 
course of nature, are quite sufficient in the inflic- 
tion, or in the fear of them, to keep the spirit 
ohastened, and the reflecting mind humble before 
Qod. But what I do deprecate is to hear people 
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preaching refiignation to social, self-created evib 
fitting, or trying to fit, their own natures hy '*a 
process of degradation " to circumstances which 
they ought to resist, and which they do inwardly 
resist, keeping up a constant, wearing, impotent 
strife between the life that is within and the lifi) 
that is without. How constantly do I read this in 
the countenances of those I meet in the world t— 
The} do not know themselves why there should be 
this perpetual uneasiness, this jarring and discord 
within ; but it is the vain struggle of the soul, 
which Grod created in his own image, to fit its 
strong, immortal nature for the society which men 
have framed after their own deyices. A vain 
struggle it is! succeeding only in appearance, 
never in reality, — so we walk about the world the 
masks of ourselves, pitying each other. When we 
meet truth we are as much astonished as I used to 
be at the carnival, when, in the midst of a crowd 
of fantastic, lifeless, piunted faces, I met with some 
one who had plucked away his mask and stuck it 
in his hat, and looked out upon me with the real 
human smile. 

Custom is a mere face, or rather a mere mask, 
■8 opinion is a mere voice— or less— the echo of a 
roice. 

The Aurora Borealis is of almost nightly occur 
rence, but this evening it has been more than 



» • 
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uuall}' . esplendent ; rad^tjdg up from the noHh, 
and spi'eading to the east ai!h3«'ifsest in form like a 
fan, the lower point of a pale w^te, then yellow, 
amber, orange, succesdvely, and*tlu; ^^tremities of 
a glowing crimson, intense, yet moStT d<^icate, like 
the heart of an unblown rose. It sLilited its form 
and hue at every moment, flashing and wavijag like 
a banner in the breeze ; and through thi^ po^a- 
tous veil, transparent as light itself, the stars 'AtOf^ft 
out with a calm and steady brightness; andT.lr 
thought, as I looked upon them, of a character wtf ^ , 
both know, where, like those fair stars, the intel- 
lectual powers shine serenely bright through a veil 
of passions, fancies, and caprices. It is most aw- 
fully beautiful I I have been standing at my win- 
dow watching its evolutions, till it is no longer 
light, but morning. 



■_» _• « 



In former times, when people travelled into 
strange countries, they travelled de bonne foi^ 
really to see and learn what was new to them. 
Now, when a traveller goes to a foreign country, 
it is always with a set of preconceived notions con- 
cerning iu, to which he fits all he sees, and refers 
all he hears ; and this, I suppose, is the reason that 
die old travellers are still safe guides ; while mod- 
em travellers may be pleasant reading, but an 
withal ib3 most unsafe guides any one can have. 
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I am inclined to .d^fHartUrt the judgment of tlioee 
persons whom I pe^ b()cupied by one sabjeot, one 
idea, one object; -and^ referring all things to that^ 
till it assameiS^bj.degrees an undue magnitude and 
importance^ a^d prevents them from feeling the 
true relative proportion and value of other objects : 
yet thueit is, perhaps, that single truths are worked 
Qttt'qnd perfect-ed. Yet, again, I doubt whether 
ther^6« separate and single truths — whether it be 
possible for one to arrive at the truth by any nar- 
row path; — or is truth, like heaven, ''a palace 
with many doors," to which we arrive by many 
paths, each thinking his own the right one ; and it 
is not till we have arrived within the sanctuary 
that we perceive we are in a central point to which 
converge a thousand various paths from every 
point of the compass— every region of thought t 

In the Pitti Palace at Florence there is a statae, 
standing alone in its naked beauty, 11 the centre 
of a many-sided saloon, panelled with mirrors, in 
which it is reflected at once in every different as- 
pect, and in each, though differently, yet truly, as 
long as the mirror be clear and unwarped — and 
such is truth. We all look towards it, but each 
mind beholds it under a different angle of inci- 
dence; and unless we were so freed fix)m all 
earthly bonds as to behold in one and the same 
moment the statue itself, in its pure unvarying one- 
ness, and all its multiplied and ever-varying reflec- 
tions imaged around, how shall we presume to settle 
which of these is the false, and which the true f 
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To reason from analogj is often dangerous, hvX 
to illustrate by a fanciiol analogy is sometimei a 
means by which we light an idea, as it were, into 
the understanding of another. 



April 2i. 

The King of Prussia, after seeing Othello, foi^ 
bade Desdemona to be murdered for the fnturSi 
and the catastrophe was altered accordingly-*-** by 
his majesty's command." This good-natured mon* 
arch, whose ideas of art are quite singular, also 
insisted that in he opera of ** Undine," Huldibrand 
should not die as in the tale, but become a wate]> 
spirit, and ** all end happily ; " but I would not ad- 
vise you to laugh at this, as long as we endure the 
new catastrophes tacked to Shakspeare. 

It was Hoffmann, so celebrated for his tales of 
diablerie, and in Germany not less celebrated as a 
musician, who composed the opera of " Undine," 
The music, as I have been assured, was deliciousi 
and received at Berlin with rapturous approval 
After the first few representations, the opera-house 
was burnt down, and with it the score of the ** Un- 
dine" perished. Hoffmann had accidentally one 
partie in his desk, but in the excess of his rage and 
despair he threw that also into the fire, and thui 
vot a note of this charming opera survives. 

Only the other day I was reading Hofimann't 
analysis and exposition of the ** Don Juan." It li 
oertainly one of the wildest, and yet one of the 
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most beautiful, pieces of criticism I eyer met wiA 
— ^the criticism of an inspired poet and mnncian. 
Mcthinks that in this opera the words and the 
mufflc are as body and soul ; and certainty we must 
judge the character and signification of the whole 
hj the music, not by the words. Hoffmann regardf 
Don Juan as a kind of Faust, and insists that 
Donna Anna was in love with him ; and the muac 
given to her expresses cert£unly a depth of pas- 
sion and despair beyond the words, and something 
different from them. The text speaks the con« 
ventional woman, and the music breathes the voice 
of nature revealing the struggle, the tempest 
within. 

When at New York this winter, I was intro- 
duced to a fine old Italian, with long and flowing 
white hair, and a most venerable and marked phy- 
tiognomy ; it was Lorenzo da Porta, the man who 
had first introduced Mozart to the Emperor Jo- 
seph, and who wrote for him the text of the " Don 
Juan," the "Figaro," and the "Cosi fan Tutd;" 
we have no such libretti now ! 

The German text of the " Zauberflote " was by 
Schichenada, a buffoon comedian and singer in the 
service of Joseph IE. ; he was himself the original 
Papageno. Some people think that he meant to 
dramatize in this opera the mysteries of Free- 
masonry, and others are anxious to find in it some 
profound allegorical meaning; whereas I doubt 
whether the text has any meaning at all, while to 
flie delicious music we may ally a thousand mean- 
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ings, a thousand fairy-dreams of poetiy. Schi- 
chenada was patronized by Joseph, and much 
•ttached to him; after the emperor's death, he 
went mad, and spent the rest of his life sitting in 
an arm-chair, with a large sheet thrown all over 
him, refusing to speak to his family. When any 
one visited him, he would lift the sheet from hia 
head, and ask, with a fixed look, " Did you know 
Joseph ? " K the answer were " Yes,** he would, 
perhaps, condescend to exchange a few words with 
his visitor — always on the same subject, his empe- 
ror and patron ; but if the answer were '^ No^ he 
immediately drew his sheet about him like a shroud, 
hid his face, and sank again into his arm-chair and 
obstinate silence ; and thus he died. 



Mayl. 
Exceedingly cold, — ^a severe frost — a keen, bois- 
terous wind, and a most turbulent lake. Too ill to 
do any thing but read. I amused myself with 
Friedrich Riickert's poems,* which left on my im- 
agination an impression like that which the pei^ 
fume of a bouquet of hot-house flowers, or the 
sparkling of a cabkct of jewels, would leave on my 
senses. As an amatory lyric poet, he may be com- 

* Friedrich RUckert is protesaor of the Oriental lanipiages at 
Iriangen. He has pablished three Tolnmes of poema, partly 
xiglnal, and partly translated or Imitated from eastern poeti 
•ad enjoys a rery high reputation both as a scholar and a poet. 
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pared to Mocre y- -there is the same sort of ejfio^ 
reseence of wit tiLd fancy, the same felicity of es- 
pression, the s&iM gem-like polish, and brilliance, 
and epigrammatiu torn in his exquisite little lyrics. 
I suppose there could not be a greater contrast 
than between his M>ngs and those of Heine. It is 
greater than the difference between Moore and 
Bums, and the ajone kind of difference. 

Lenau,* again, is altogether distinct; and how 
charming he is 1 Yet great as is his fame in Ger* 
many, I believe it has not reached England. He 
is the great pastoral poet of modem Geraiany-— 
not pastoral in the old-fashioned style, for he trails 
no shepherd's crodk, and pipes no song ** to Ama* 
ryllis in the shade," nor does he deal in Fauns or 
Dryads, and such ** cattle." He is the priest of 
Nature, her Druid, and the expounder of her di- 
vinest oracles. It b not the poet who describes or 
comments on nature ; — ^it is Nature, with her deep 
mysterious vcHce, commenting on the passions and 
sorrows of humanity. His style is very difficolti 
but very expressiye aikd felicitous ; in one of those 
compound words to which the German language 
lends itself^— -like the Greek, Lenau will place a 
picture suddenly before the imagination, like a 
whole landscape revealed to sight by a single flash 
of lightning. Some of his poems, in which he uses 
the commonest stuff of our daily existence as a 

* NieludftiiB Lenau to a noble Hnngarian, a Magjar by biflii* 
Hm name under which hto poetry to publtohed to not, I btUiVt 
htoiwlname. 
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malerial yehicle for the loftiegt and deepest thougbt 
md sentimentB, are much in the manner of Wordfh 
worth. One of the most beautiful of these is " Dei 
Postilion." 

Lenau has lately written a dramatic poem on the 
subject of ** Faust," the scope and intention of 
which I find it difficult to understand — ^more diffi- 
cult than that of Goethe. For the present I have 
thrown it aside in despair. 



GBILLFABZEB'S SAPPHO AND MEDEA. 

The genius of Franz Grillparzer has always 
seemed to me essentially lyric, rather than dra- 
matic ; in his admirable tragedies the character, the 
sentiment, are always more artuticcUly eTolved 
than the situation or action. 

The characters of Sappho and Medea, in his 
two finest dramas,* are splendid creations. We 
have not, I think, in the drama of the present day 
any thing conceived with equal power, and at the 

* The ** Sappho '> appeared after the " Ahnfraa,*^ to which It 
yieeentB a remazkable eontrut in ityle and oonstroetion. The 
** Ckdden Vleeoe,'' in three partSi i^peaied in 1822. Both theee 
tnfediee have been represented on all the theatres in Germany; 
and Madame Wolff at Berlin, Madame Heygendorf at Weimar, 
Madame Schroeder at Munich and Vienna, ha^ all exoeUed af 
dappho and Medea. 
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same time carried out in every part, and set fortfi 
with such glorious poetical coloring. Lord Byron's 
** Sardanapalus " would give perhaps a more jiut 
idea of the manner in which Grillparzer treats a 
dramatic subject, than any thing else in our liten^ 
tare to which I could compare him. 

Sappho is the type of the woman of genius. She 
enters crowned with the Olympic laurel, surrounded 
by the shouts of gratulating crowds, and shrinks 
within herself to find that they bring her incense, 
not happiness — applause, not sympathy — ^fame, not 
love. She would fain renew her youth, the golden 
dreams of her morning of life, before she had sounded 
the depths of grief and passion, before experience 
had thrown its shadow over her heart, in the love 
of the youthful, inexperienced, joyous Phaon ; and 
it is well imagined too, that whUe we are filled with 
deepest admiration and compassion for Sappho, be- 
trayed and raging like a Pythoness, we yet have 
sympathy for the boy Phaon, who leaves the love 
of his magnificent mistress — love rather bestowed 
than yielded — for that of the fair, gentle slave Mo- 
litta. His first love is the woman to whom he does 
homage ; his second, the woman to whom he gives 
protection. Nothing can be more natural ; it is the 
common course of things. 

Learned and unlearned agree in admiring Grill- 
parzer 8 versification of Sappho's celebrated ode— 

** Golden-Thionende Aphrodite! '* 
—It sounds to my unleumed ears wonderfiilly 
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^rand and Greek, and musical and classical ; and 
when Schroeder recites these lines in the theatre, 
joa might hear your own heart beat in the breath- 
less silence aroond.* 

German critics consider the " Medea " less per- 
fect than the ** Sappho " in point of style, and, con- 
ddered merely as a work of art, inferior. Of this I 
cannot so well judge, but I shall never forget read- 
ing it for the first time — ^I think of it as an era in 
my poetic reminiscences. It is the only conception 
of the character in which we understand the nece*- 
$iiy for Medea's murder of her children. In the 
other tragedies on the same subject, we must take 
it fi>r granted ; but Grillparzer conducts us to the 
appalling catastrophe through such a linked cluun 
of motives and feelings, that when it comes, it 
comes as something inevitable. 

Medea is the type of the woman of instinct and 
passion. Contrasted with the elegant, subdued 
Greek females, she is a half savage, all devotion 
and obedience one moment, a tameless tigress in 
the next; first subdued by the masculine valor, 
then revolted by the moral cowardice of Jason. 
Grillparzer has wisely kept the virago and the soi^ 
ceress, with whom we hardly sympathize, out of 

• ISm tnnalailon of ihe mne ode by AmbroM FhilBpt, 

'* VennB ! beauty of the eUes, 
To whom a thousand temples rise," 

li well known. In spite of the oommendation bestowed on H by 
Addison, it appeals my tribal and affwted, smnpaied with ttMt 
tf Gxillpaner. 
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nght as macb as possible ; while the human hemg^ 
humanly acted upon and humanly acting and feel- 
ing, 18 forever before ns. There is a dreadful truth 
and nature in the whole portrait, which is perfectly 
finished throughout Placed beside the Medea of 
Euripides, it is the picturesque compared widi ths 
statuesque delineation. 

The subject of the ** Medea" has a strange fasci- 
nation around it, like that of the terrible agonized 
beauty of the " Medusa," on which we must gaze 
though it turn us to stone. It has been treated in 
every possible style, in I know not how many tra^ 
edies and operas, ancient and modem. I remen^ 
ber, at Vienna, a representation of a singular kind 
given by Madame Schroeder ; it was a monolc^oA 
in prose, with musical symphonies, composed hf 
George Benda, about 1755. After every two or 
three spoken sentences came a strain of music, 
which the actress accompanied by expressive pan- 
tomime. The prose text (by Gotter) appeared to 
me a string of adjurations, exclamations, and in^ 
precations, without any coloring of poetry; and 
ihe music interrupted rather than uded the flow of 
the passion. Still it was a most striking exhibition 
of Schroeder's peculiar talent; her fine classical 
attitudes were a study for an artist, and there were 
bursts of pathos, and flashes of inconceivable maj- 
esty, which thrilled me. The fierceness was better 
expressed than the tenderness of the woman, and 
the adjuration to Hecate recalled for a moment 
Mrs. Siddons's voice and look when she read tht 
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irtteh-icene in "Macbeth;" yet, tak^ ber alto> 
gether, she was not so fine as Pasta in th« tame 
character. Schroeder's Lady Mac^th I remember 
thinking insufTerable. 



STERSTBERG'S NOVELS. 

JmieKK 

The number of the " Foreign Review" for Febru- 
ary contains, among other things, a notice of Baron 
Sternberg's popular and eloquent novels. It is not 
very well done. It is true, as far as it goes ; but it 
gives no sufficient idea of the general character of 
his works, some of which display the wildest and 
most playful fancy, and others again, pictures, not 
very attractive ones, of every day social life. 

Sternberg, whom I knew in (Jermany, is a yonng 
nobleman of Livonia, handsome in person, and of 
quiet, elegant manners. Yet I remember that in 
our first interview, even while he interested and 
fixed my attention, he did not quite please me ; 
there was in his conversation something cold, 
guarded, not flowing ; and in the expression of his 
dark, handsome features, something too invariable 
and cynical ; but all this thawed or brightened 
away, and I became much interested in him and 
bis works. 

Stembei^, as an author, may be clasFed* I think, 
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with many other accomplished and popular authon 
of the day, flourishing here, in France, and in Eng- 
land, simultaneously — ^signs of the times in which 
we live, taking the form and pressure of the age, 
not informing it with their own spirit. They are a 
set of men who have drunk deep, even to license, 
of the follies, the pleasures, and the indulgences of 
society, even while they struggled (some of them 
at least) with its most bitter, most vulgar cares. 
From this gulf the intellect rises, perhaps, in all 
its primeval strength, the imagination in all its 
brilliance, the product of both as luxuriant as 
ever ; but we are told, 

** That every gift of noble origin, 
Is breathed upon by Hope's perpetual breath I '* 

And a breath of a different kind has gone over the 
works of these writers — a breath as from a lazar- 
house. A power is gone from them which nothing 
can restore, — ^the healthy, the clear vision, with 
which a fresh, pure mind looks round upon the 
social and the natural world, perceiving the due 
relations of all things one with another, and be- 
holding the "soul of goodness in things evil;" 
these authors, if we are to believe their own ac- 
count of themselves, given in broad hints, and very 
intelligible mysterious allusions, have suffered hor- 
ribly from the dominion of the passions, from the 
mortifications of wounded self-love, betrayed confi- 
dence, ruined hopes, ill-directed and ill-requited 
afiei tions, and a long et cetera of miseries. They 
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wish us to believe, that in order to proiluce anf 
thing true and great in art, it Is necessary to have 
known and gone through all this, to have beep 
dragged through this sink of dissipation, or this 
fiery furnace of suffering and passion. I don't 
know. Groethe, at least* did not think so, when he 
fpoke of the " sort of anticipation " through which 
be produced hb ** Gotz von Berlichingen" and his 
^^Werther," I hope it is not so. I hope that a 
knowledge of our human and immortal nature, and 
the due exercise of our faculties, does not depend 
on this sort of limited, unhealthy, artificial experi- 
ence. It is as if a man or woman either, in order 
to learn the free, natural, graceful use of the limbs, 
were to take lessons of a rope-dancer ; but waving 
thb, we see in these writers, that what they caU 
truth and experience has at least been bought 
rather dear ; they can never again, by all the per- 
fumes of Arabia, sweeten what has been once pol- 
luted, nor take the blistering scar from their brow. 
From their works we rise with admiration, ^itk 
delight, with astonishment at the talent displayed; 
with the most excited feelings, but never with that 
blameless as well as vivid sense of pleasure, that 
unreproved delight, that grateful sense of a heal- 
ing, holy influence, with which we lay down Shak- 
jpeare, Walter Scott, Wordsworth, Goethe. Yet 
what was hidden from these men ? Did they not 
know all that the world, and man, and nature could 
unfold? They knew it by " anticipation,** by soar- 
ing pn the wings of untrammelled thought, ^, fai 

8 
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abore the turmoil, and looking superior down, and 
with the ample ken of genius embraced a universe 
These modem novel-writers appear to me in com- 
parison like children, whose imperfect faculties and 
experience induce them to touch every thing they 
lee *, so they bum or soil their fingers, and the blis- 
ter and the stain sticks perpetual to their pages — 
those pages which yet can melt or dazzle, or charm. 
Notliing that is, or has been, or may be, can they 
see but through some personal medium. What they 
have themselves felt, suffered, seen, is always before 
them, is mixed up with their fancy, is the material 
of their existence, and this gives certainly a degree 
of vigor, a palpable reality, a life, to all they do, 
which carries us away ; but a man might as well 
think to view the face of universal nature, to catch 
the pure, unmixed, all-embracing light of day 
through one of the goi*geous painted windows of 
Westminster Abbey, as to perceive abstract moral 
troth through the minds of these writers ; but they 
have their use, aye, and their beauty — ^like all 
things in the world — only I would not be one of 
such. I do not think them enviable either in them- 
selves as individuals, or in the immediate effect they 
produce, and the sort of applause they excite ; but 
they have their praise, their merit, their «.?«, — they 
have their day — hereafter, perhaps, to be remem- 
bered as. we remember the school of writers before 
the French revolution ; as we think of the wretched 
slave, or the rash diver, who from the pit or from 
the whiripool has snatched some gems wortliy to be 
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gathered into Truth's immortal treasury, or wreathed 
into her diadem of light. 

They have their day — ^how long it will last, how 
long they will last, is another thing. 

To this school of fiction-writing belong many 
authors of great and various merit, and of very 
difi^erent character and tendencies. Some, by true 
but partial portraitures of social evils, boldly aim- 
ing at the overthrow of institutions from which 
they have as individuals suffered ; others, through 
this medium, publicly professing opinions they 
would hardly dare to promulgate in a drawing- 
room, and discussing questions of a doubtful or 
perilous tendency ; others, only throwing off, in a 
manner, the impressions of their own minds, devel- 
oped in beautiful fictions, without any ultimate 
object beyond that of being read with sympathy 
and applause — especially by women. 

I think Btemberg belongs to the latter class. 
He has written some most charming things. I 
should not exactly know where to find his proto- 
type; he reminds me of Bulwer sometimes, and 
one or two of his tales are in Barry St Leger^s 
best manner, — the eloquence, the depth of tragic 
and passionate interest, are just his ; then, again, 
others remind me of Wilson, when he is fancifid 
and unearthly ; but, on the whole, his genius differs 
essentially from all these. 

His comic and fantastic tales are exquLnte. Hie 
6uicy and the humor run into pathos and pcietiy, 
ml never into caricature, like some of Hoffmann-Si 
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One of the fint things I fell upon was his ** Herf 
"on Mondshein," (Master Moonshine,) a little jeu 
JTespritj on which it seems he sets small value him 
«elf, but which is an exquisite thing for all that^ 
io wildly, yet so playfully, so gracefully grotesque ! 
The effect of the whole is really like that of moon* 
%ht on a rippled stream, now seen, now lost, now 
Jbere, now there — it is the moon we see— and then 
U is not ; and yet it is again ! and it smiles, and it 
flhines, and it sampen, and it glitters, and it is at 
<»&ce in heaven and on the earth, near and distant, 
by our side, or peeped at through an astronomer^s 
telescope ; now helping off a pair of lovers — ^then 
yonder among the stars — and in the end we rub 
our eyes, and find it b just what it ought to be — 
aU moonshine I 

Superior and altogether different is the tale cf 
** Moli^re," — the leading idea of which appears to 
flie beautifuL 

A physician of celebrity at Paris, the inventor 
of some famous elixir»half quack, half enthusiast, 
and something too of a philosopher — ^finds himself, 
by some chance, in the parterre at the representa- 
tion of one of Moli^re's comedies, in which the 
whole learned faculty are so exquisitely ridiculed; 
the player who represents the principal character, 
in order to make the satire more poignant, arrays 
himself in the habitual dress of Tristan Dieudonn^ 
the unfortunate doctor sees himself reproduced on 
Ifae stage with every eircumstance of ignominious 
ridicule, Lsars around, him the loud applause, tht 
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\axigia of deruion — meets in er^ery eye the mocking 
glance of recognition; his brain tarns, and he 
leares the tbeatre a raring maniac (So far the 
tale ifl an '^o'er true tale.") By degrees tliia 
fi^enzy subsides into a calmer but more hopeless, 
more melancholy madneai; be shuts himself vp 
from mankind, at one time sinkii^ into a gloomy 
despondency, at ano&er revelling in projects of 
vengeance against Moli^re, his enemy and d^ 
Btroyer. One only consolation remains to him ; in 
tltts miserable, abject state, a charitable neighbor 
tximes to visit imn daily ; by degrees wins upon the 
aFections, and gains the confidence of the poor 
madman— -soothes him, cheers him, and performs 
for him all tender offices of filial love ; and thw 
good Samaritan is of course the heart-stricken, 
remorseful poet, Moli^ himself. 

There is a love-story interwoven of no great ia» 
terest, and many discussions between the poet and 
the madman, on morals, medicine, philosophy ; that 
in which the insane doctor endeavors to prove thai 
many of his patients who appear to be living are 
in reality dead, is very striking and very true tc 
nature ; it i^ows how ingenious metaphysical mack 
ness can sometimes be. 

Other known personages, as Boileau, Chapelaia 
Racine, are introduced in person, and give us tliei: 
opinions on poetry, acting, the fine arts, with con 
nderable discrimination in the characters of ish£ 
speakers. 

The scenes of Parinan mciety in this novel 
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oot 80 good; rather heavy and GermaDesqu^—i 
certainly not French, 

^'LeBsmg" 18 another tale in which Stembeig 
has taken a real personage ijr his hero. He says 
that he has endeavored, in these two tales, to de- 
lineate the strife which a man whose genius is in 
advance of the age in which he lives, must carry 
on with all around him. They may be called 

biographical novels. 

• ••••• • 

** Galath^e," Stembeig's last novel, had just 
kuade its appearance when I was at Weimar; all 
the women were reading it and commenting on it 
^-somo in anger, some in sorrow, almost all in ad- 
miration, it b allowed to be the finest thing he 
has done in poii^t of btyle. To me it is a painfiil 
book. It is the histoiy oi* the intrigues of a beau- 
tiful coquette and a Jesuit pi lest to gain over a 
young Protestant nobleman j&uin his faith and his 
betrothed love. They prove but Loo successftiL 
In the end he turns Roman Catholit., and forsakes 
hb bride. The heroine, Galath^e, dies qtiietl^ of 
a broken heart '* The more fool she I ' ▲ tLoughti 
as I closed the book, ** to die for the sake ct a iisan 
who was not worth living fori" but "'tis a w«ky 
we have." 

Sternberg's women — his virtuous women espe 
dally, (to be sure he b rather sparing of them,)— • 
have always individual character, and are toucheJ 
with a firm, a delicate, a gracetul pencil ; but hb 
lien are almost without exception vile, or insipidi 
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or eccentno — and his heroes (where could he find 
them?) are absolutely characterless — as weak ai 
they are detestable. 

Sternberg possesses, with many other talents, 
that of being an accomplished amateur artist He 
sketches charmingly, and with enviable facility and 
truth catches the characteristic forms both of per- 
sons and things. Then he has all the arcana of a 
lady's toilette at the end of his pencil, and his 
glance is as fastidious as it is rapid in detecting 
any peculiarity of dress or manner. Whenever 
he came to us he used to ask for some white paper, 
which, while he talked or listened, he covered with 
the prettiest sketches and &ncies imaginable ; but 
whether this was to employ his fingers, or to pre* 
vent me from looking into his eyes while he spoke, 
I was never quite sure. 

This talent for drawing — ^this lively sense of the 
picturesque in form and color, we trace through all 
hk works. Some of the moBt striking passage*- 
those which dwell most strongly on the memory- 
are pictures. Thus, the meeting of MoMre and 
the Doctor in the churchyard at dusk of evening, 
the maniac seated on the grave, the other standing 
by, wrapped in his flowing mantle, with his hat 
and feather pulled over h«s brow, and bending 
over his victim with benevolent expression, is what 
painters call a fine ** bit of effect." The scene in 
the half-lighted chapel, where the beautiful Count- 
ess Melicerte is doing penance, and receiving on 
^r naked shoulders the scoui^e from the hand of 
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her i.t>nfe8Sor, is a rery powerfhl bat also a rerj 
disagreeable piece of painting. The lady in crim- 
son Telvet seated on the ground en Madelene^ irith 
her silver crucifix on her knees anci her long dark 
jewelled tresses flowing disheyelled, is a fine bit 
of color, and the court ballet in the gardens of the 
Favorita Palace a perfect Watteau. Reading very 
fine, eloquent, and vivid descriptions of nature and 
natural scenery, by writers who give us licentious 
pictures of social life in a narrow, depraved, and 
satirical spirit, is very disagreeable — it always 
leaves on the mind an impression of discord and 
unfitness. And this discrepancy is of perpetual 
recurrence in Sternberg, and in other writers of 
his class. 

But it is in the tale entitled ««t>ie Gebriidei* 
Breughel," (the " Two Breughels,") that Sternberg 
has abandoned himself e&n amore to all his artist- 
like feelings and predilections. The younger 
Breughel (known by the names of Hollen Bren* 
ghel and the " Mad Painter," on account of the 
diabolical subjects in which his pencil revelled) if 
the hero of this remarkable tale ; forsaking the 
worship of beauty, he paid a kind of crazed adora- 
tion to deformity, and painted his fantastic and ex-* 
travagant creations with truly demoniac skill and 
power. Sternberg makes the cause of this eccen* 
trie perversion of genius a Iove*affair, which has 
turned the poor painter's wits **the seamy nde 
without," and rendered him the apostate to all thai 
Ml beantiftil in nature and art This love-tale, how 
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e^i/, occupies little of the infcerest The chaitn of 
the "wiiole consists in the lively sketches of Flemish 
art, and the characteristic portnuts of different 
well-known artists; we have the gay, Tiraciooi 
Teniem-^the elegant and somewhat effected PoeU 
enberg, the coarse, good-humored Jordaens — ^Peter 
Laers, the tavern-keeper, — the grave yet splendid 
coxcombry of the Velvet Breughel — ^his eccentric, 
half-crazed brother, the Hero--<^ Peter Kock, 
with his color mania, (the Turner of his day,) and 
presiding over all, the noble, the magnificent Peter 
Paul Rubens, and the dignified, benevolent Bnrgo- 
master Hubert, the patron of art; all these are 
brought together in groups, and admirably discrin»* 
inated. In this tale Sternberg has most ingenn 
oasly transferred to his pages some celebrated and 
well-known pictures as actual scenes; and thtM 
Painting pays back part of her debt to Poetry and 
Fiction. The Alchymist in his laboratory — ^the 
Gambling Soldiers — the Boors and Beggars at 
cards — ^the Incantation in the Witch's Tower — the 
Burning Mill — the Page asleep in the Ante-cham- 
ber — and the country Merrymaking — are each a 
Rembrandt, a Jordaens, an Ostade, a Peter Laers, 
a Breughel, or a Teniers, transferred from the can- 
vas to the page, and painted in words almost ai 
brilliant and lively as the original colors. 

I doubt whether a translation of this clever tale 
iroidd please generally in England ; it is too di»- 
cordve and argumentative. It requires a familiar 
knowledge of art and artists, as well as a feeli^ig 
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for art, to center into it, for it is almost entirely d» 
void of any interest arising fix>m incident or pa»- 
Rion. Yet I sat up till after two o'clock this morn- 
ing to finish it — wasting my eyes over the smaU 
type, like a most foolish improvident woman 



As the rolling stone gathers no moss, so the rov- 
ing heart gathers no affections. 



I have met with certain minds which seem never 
to be themselves penetrated by truth, yet have the 
power to demonstrate it clearly and beautifully to 
other minds, as there are certain substances which 
most brightly reflect, and only partially absorb, the 
rays of light 



Beading what Charles Lamb says on the " san- 
ity of true genius," it appears to me that genius 
and sanity have nothing (necessarily) to do with 
each other. Genius may be combined with a 
healthy or a morbid organization. Shakspeare, 
Walter Scott, Goethe, are examples of the former; 
Byron, Collins, Kirke White, are examples of the 
latter. 



A man may be as much a fool from the want of 
sensibility as the want of sense. 
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How admirable what Sir James Mackintosh sayi 
of Madame de Maintenon ! — that ** she was as vir 
tuous as the fear of hell and the fear of shame could 
make her/' The same might be said of the virtue 
of many women I know, and of these, I believe 
that more are virtuous from the fear of shame than 
whe fear of helL — Shame is the woman's hell. 



Rahel* said once of an acquaintance, " Such a 
ne is an ignorant man. He knows nothing but 
rhat he has learned, and that is little, for a man 
an onljr learn that which man already knows." — 
ATell, and truly, and profoundly said 1 



Every faculty, eveiy impulse of our human na- 
lure, is useful, available, in proportion as it b dan- 
i;erou8. The greatest blessings are those which 
may be perverted to most pain : as fire and water 
ue the two most murderous agents in nature, and 
\he two things in which we can least endure to be 
itinted. 



Who that has lived in the world, in society, and 
looked on both with observing eye, but has oflon 

• Madame Yarnhagun Ton Bnw, lOOM nmaiitf were pnbUahed 
* fsv jean ago. The Ixrak of ** BahM '' ia flunons from one end 
•f Germany to the other, bat xemaina, I beUeTe, a sealed ftmo 
Mn itm ibr SngUah readen. 
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been astonished at the fearlessness of women, and 
the cowardice of men, with regard to pablio opin- 
ion ? The reverse iro^d seem to be the natural, 
the necessary result of the existkig order of things, 
but it is not always so. Exceptions occur so often, 
and so immediately within my own province of 
observation, that they have made me reflect a good 
deal. Perhaps this seeming discrepancy might be 
thus explained. 

Women are brought up in the fear of opimoa, 
but, from their ignorance of the world, they are in 
fact ignorant of that which they fear. They few 
opinion as a child fears a spectre, as something 
shadowy and horrible, not defined or palpable. It 
is a fear based on habit, on feeling, not on principle 
or reason. When their passions are strongly ex- 
cited, or when reason becomes matured, this exag- 
gerated fear vanishes, and the probability is, thai 
they are immediately thrown into the opposite ex« 
treme of increduHty, defianee, and rashness ; but a 
man, even while courage is preached to him, leama 
from habitual intercourse with the world the im* 
mense, the terrible power of opinion. It wrapt 
him round like despotism ; it is a reality to him ; to 
a woman a shadow, and if she can overcome the 
fear in her own person, all is overcome. A man 
fears opinion for himself, Ms wife, his daughter; 
and if the fear of opinion be brought into conflict 
with primary sen€ments and principles, it is ten 
to one but the habit of fear prevails, and opinioi 
triumphs over reason and feeling too. 
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The new law passed during iihe last sewion of 
«Mir provincial pai*liament, *' to render the remedf 
A cases of seduction more effectual,'* has just come 
iSto operation. What were tihe circumstances which 
^▼e rise to this law, and to its peculiar provisionfi, 
i cannot learn. Here it is touching on delicate and 
even forludden ground to ask any questions. One 
peison said that it was .to guard agunstin&nticide; 
and I recollect hearing the same sort of argument 
usea in L>ondon against one particular clause of the 
Aew Poor Law Act, yiz : that it would encourage 
mfauucide. This is the most gross and unpaid<ma- 
ble Iila.1 on our sex ever uttered. Women do not 
murdei their children from the fear of want, but 
ihxm Ui*^ fear of shame. In this fear, substituted 
ibr the li^Iit and tiie stiei^th of virtue and genuine 
•elf'respecb, are women trained, till it becomes a 
jeeond natuio — not indeed atronger than the nat- 
ural in8tincu> otA the passions which God gave oe, 
tot strong eiioagh to drive to madness and deliriooB 
outrage, the wroJxd victim who finds tJbe struggle 
between these contiadictory feelings too great for 
ber conscience, her rtason, her strength. Nothing, 
18 it seems to me, tmt throwing the woman upon 
ker own self-respect aikl added responsibility, can 
bring a remedy to this fearful state of things. To 
say that the punishment oi the fault, already too 
freat, is thereby increased, ib not true ; it admitted 
«f no real increase. In entailing irremediable dia- 
frace, and death of name and fame, upon the ftmil 
woman, the law of society had done its iiiiiioft*^ 
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and to let it be supposed that the man had power 
to make amends by paying a nominal tax for irdttU 
gence bought at such a tremendous prioe, what was 
it but to flatter and delude both the vanity of lordly, 
sensual man, and the weakness of wretched, igno- 
rant, trusting, woman? As long as treachery to 
woman is honorable in man ; as long as men do 
not, or wiU not protect us ; as long as we women 
cannot protect ourselves, their protecting laws are 
a farce and a mockery. Opinion has ever been 
stronger than law. Luc^y there is something 
stronger than either. 



DON CARLOa 

I HAVE only three books with me here, besides 
the one book needful, and find them sufficient for 
all purposes, — Shakspeare, Schiller, Wordsworth. 
One morning, being utterly di^nclined for all effort, 
either of conversation or movement, I wandered 
down to a little wild bosquet beyond the Table 
Bock, not very accessible to dilettante hunters after 
the picturesque, and just where the waters, rendered 
smooth by their own infinite velocity, were sweeping 
by, before they take their leap into the gulf below; 
— there I sat all the sultry noontide,— quiet, among 
the birds and the thick foliage, and read through 
^Don Carlos," — one of the finest dramas in thi 
world, I should think. 
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It is a proof of the profound humanity of Stiiil^ 
ter, that in this play one mnst needs pity King 
Philip, though it is in truth the sort of pity which 
Saint Theresa felt for the devil,-— one pities him 
because he is the devil. The pitiableness and the 
misery of wickedness were never so truly and so 
pathetically demonstrated. The unfathomable abyn 
of egotism in the character turns one giddy to look 
into. 

With regard to Posa, it has been objected, I 
believe— for I never read any criticism on this play 
— that he is a mere abstraction, or rather the em- 
bodied mouthpiece of certain abstract ideas of 
policy and religion and morals — those of Schiller 
himself — and not an individual human being — iu 
short, an impossilnlity. Tet why so? Perhaps 
BPch a man as Posa never did exist ; — but why im- 
possible ? Can a man conceive that which a man 
could not by possibility be ? If Schiller were great 
enough to invent such a character, is not humanity 
great enough to realize it ? My belief is, that it is 
only a glorious anticipation— that poets, in some 
sort, are the prophets of perfection — that Schiller 
himself might have been a Posa, and, had he lived 
a century or two hence, would have been a Posa. 
Is that a mere abstraction which, while I read, 
makes me thrill, tremble, exult, and bum, and on 
the stage filled my eyes with most delicious tears ? 
Is that a mere abstraction which excites our human 
fjrmpathies in the strongest, highest degree ? £y 
ery woman, methinks, would like a Posa for a lover 
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— at least, if I could love, it would be such a man. 
The notion that Posa could not by possibility exist 
in the court of Philip IE. appears to me unfounded, 
for such a court would be just the place where such 
a character would be needed, and by reaction 
produced ; extremes meet Has not the Austrian 
court, in these days, produced Count Auersperg, 
the poet of freedom, who has devoted his whole 
soul, his genius, and his ff£t of song, to the cause 
of humanity and liberty ? Francis the First and 
Mettemich, and the dungeons of the Spielbeig, 
have as naturally produced an Auerspei^g, as Philip 
and the Auto»-da-F^ in Flanders might have pro- 
duced a Posa. 

It may be said that the moral unity and conais- 
tency of the character of Posa is violated by that 
lie which he tells to save the life of Carlos. Posa 
is living in an atmosphere of falsehood ; the exist- 
ence and honor of Carlos are about to be sacrificed 
by a lie, and Posa, by another lie, draws the ven- 
geance of the king upon himself; 

Magnanima menzogna! or qnando e ^ vero 
Si bello, che si poMa a te preporre ? 

— ^But the effect of this ''magnanimous'* fidsehood 
is like that of aU falsehood, evil. This one devia- 
lioii from the clear straight line of truth not only 
fails of its purpose, but plunges Carlos, the queen, 
and Posa lumself, in the same abyss of destruction. 

It was the opinion of , with whom I 

lead this play in Grermany, that the queen (Elizar 
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bedk of FraaM, FtuUp'^ second wife) is ik cSuuracter 
not defined, not easilf mndenAood^-^iiat there is « 
mystery about her intended by the author. I do 
not see the character in dus pcnnt of view. It does 
not seem to me that fidiiller meant her to be any 
thing but What siio appears. There is no mask 
here,conscioas or oAeonseious ; in anch a mind hut 
k>¥e for Don Carlos is not a leeling «iombatedf 
•traced with, "but pot out of her mind altogetiher, 
as a thing which ought not to be thought o^ on^^ 
not to exist, and Hierefore ceases to enst^^^ 
a toider, perfectly pure interest in the happiness 
and the hJba of Don Oarios remains ; but this is all ; 
die does not cheat iierself nor us with verbal nr» 
toe. The cloudless, transparent, crystalline purity 
of theefaaraoter is its greatest charm, it will be laid, 
peifiapa, that if we see ike whole-^i£ there be in* 
deed nothing Yoiled, beyond or beneath what is 
^rktble and spoken, then it is shallow. Not so** 
but, like perfectly limpid water, it seems shallower 
than it is. The mind of a woman, which should 
be whoQy pure, simple, and ti^e, would produce 
this iUttsion ; we see at once to the bottom, whether 
It foe shining pebble or gtdden sands, and do not 
perceive the true depth till we try, and are made 
to feel and know it by getting beyond our own 
depdi before we are aware. Such a character is 
that of ElUabeth of France. The manner in 
which she rebukes the passionate ravings of Carlos, 
— 4Jie sel£«onfiding simplicity, — the dignity without 
MBumption, — ih» virtue, so clothed in innocence bm 
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to be almost unconscious, — all is most beautifid, 
and would certainly lose its cbarm the moment we 
doubted its truth — ^the moment we suspected that 
the queen was acting a £)rced or a conscious part, 
however virtuous. The scene in which Elizabeth 
repels the temptation of the Duke of Alva and the 
monk might be well contrasted with the similar 
scene between Catharine of Arragon and the two 
cardinals in Shakspeare. Elizabeth has a passive, 
graceiul, uncontending pride of virtue, which does 
not assert itself, only guards itself. Her genuine ad- 
miration of Posa, and the manner in which, in the 
last scene, you see the whole soft, feminine being, 
made up of affections, tears, and devotion, develop 
itself to be caught and crushed as in an iron vice, 
renders this delineation, delicate as it is in the con- 
ception, and subordinate in interest, one^sf the finest 
I have met with out of Shakspeare, and compar- 
able only to his '* Hermione " in the beauty and 
singleness of the conception. 

When I saw ** Don Carlos " performed at Vien- 
na, with a perfection and ensemble of which our 
stage affords few examples, it lef^ as a work of art, 
an impression of a moral kind, at once delightful 
and elevating, which I cannot easily forget. I wab 
never more touched, more excited, by any dramatic 
representation that I can remember. Eom, al- 
lowed to be one of their finest actors, played Posa 
magnificentiy ; and it seemed to be no slight privi- 
lege to tread the stage but for three hours, clothed 
in such godlike attributes — ^to utter in woids do* 
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qiient as music, the sentiinents of a man — senti- 
ments and aspirations that, in eveiy thrilling heart, 
fonnd at least a eilent echo — sentiments which, if 
uttered or written off the stage^ would hare brought 
down upon him the surveillance of the secret po- 
lice, or the ban of the censor. 

Fichtner played Don Carlos with impassioned 
youthful sensibility; and though I heard it objected 

\y the Princess H that he had not sufficiently 

lair noUe^ it did not strike me. Karl La Boche, 
%n actor formed under Groethe's tuition, in the gold« 
en age of the Weimar theatre, played Philip IL^ 
and looked, and dressed, and acted the character 
with terrible and artist-like fidelity. Mademoiselle 
Foumier, one of the most beautiful women I ever 
beheld, and a clever actress, was admirable in the 
Princess Eboli. Mademoiselle Peche, also a good 
actress, failed in the queen, as at the time I felt 
rather than thought, for I had not well considered 
the character. She embodied too fonnally, perhaps 
intentionally, the idea of something repressed and 
concealed with effort-, which I do not find in Schil- 
ler^s Elizabeth. On this representation occurred an 
incident worth noting. The old Emperor Francis 
was present in his box, looking, as usual, very 
heavy-headed and attentive ; it was about a month 
or six weeks before his death. In the scene where 
Posa expostulates with Edng Philip, pleads elo- 
quently for toleration and liberty, and at length, 
throwing himself at his feet, exclaims, " Greben Sie 
uns Gedankenfreiheit 1 " the audience, that is, the 
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partoTFe, i^plauded ; aand ibere weve mrmmd me 
criM, not loud b«t deep, of *' Bravo, ScliiUerl* 
Afler ikis the perfi»maiioe of ^ Don Cmiios " irai 
ferbiddea, aid it maa vtit given agaa while I mm 
9i YienM 
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THE FALSE ONE* 

Kb I v^ « }««, inizM witb ifMtem Mntfaneii «Uni, 
Vtwt ik aplM^ h» flnart orientaUam. 

LobdBtbcv. 

AktBAR, the Most enlightened and renowned 
among the sove^xJ^ns of the East, reigned over all 
those vast territories, which extend from tho Indus 
to the Ganges, and ^m the snowy mountains of 
die north to the kin^^oms of Guzerat and Can- 
deish on the south. Ailer having subdued the fac- 
tious omrahs, and the hereditary enemies of his 
family, and made tribnlary to his power most of 
die neighboring kingdoms, there occurred a short 
period of profound peace. Assisted by able min- 
isters, Akbar employed thit iiiterval in alleviating 
the miseries, which half a century of war and rav- 
age had called down upon thiii beautiful but ever 
wretched country. Commeroe was relieved from 
the heavy imposts, which had hitherto clogged its 

* First published in 1827. The anecdote on which this tale li 
founded, I met with in the first Tolome ef '* Ferishta'a Blrtny 
•f ffindostan." 
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progress; tihe revenneB of tihe empire were im- 
proved and regulated ; by a particular decree, the 
cultivators of the earth were exempted from serv- 
ing in the imperial armies ; and justice was every- 
where impartially adflumsleved ; tempered, how- 
ever, with that extreme clemency, which in the 
early part of his reign, Akbar carried to an excess 
almost injurious to his interests. India, so long 
exposed to the desolating^ inroade of invaders, and 
torn by internal factions, began, at length, to ** wear 
her pluosed and jewelled turban with a smile of 
peace ; ** and aU tlie vSamm nMidns mrited under 
his sway — ^the warlike Afghans, the proud Moguls, 
tiie gentle-spirited Hindoos^ with one voiee bkosed 
the wise and humane government of the son <^ 
Baber, and unanimously bestowed upon him' the 
titles of AsBAB,. or die Great, aud Jijoout 
Gbow, or Guardian of Majxkwd. 

Meantime the happiness^, which he had diStmA 
among millions, seemed to have fled horn the 
bosom of the soverei^. Csaes &r difierent from 
those of war, deeper than iftioBe of love, (§op the 
love of eastern monarchs.ie seldcna shadowed by 
anxiety,) possessed his thoughtful soul. Me had 
been brought up in the strictest forms of the Mo- 
hammedan religion, uid he meditated upoa the 
text^ which enjoins the extermination of all who 
rejected his prophet, till his oonsci^ice became like 
a troubled lake. He reflected that in his vast do- 
minions there were at least fifteen different relig- 
ions, which were subdivided into about three kniH 



THE FAUrV 0KB. ttkf 

Ai«d* aad fil^y seete ; to exiifpato tbouflaitfdg afltttf 
tBAsi' of tkousands of hb tttfoffeildiiig ftibjeots, and 
pile up pyramids of htimad headir in honor of Qcd 
aMd his proph«l, as \n» predooeesoiM had doiM 
Mbve hiin^ waa, to hia i^d nalttre^ not onfy abh(M<» 
yent^ but impoKiblo. Yet as his^ ^ower had ae^ei^ 
net with tary obataeiov which fordO or address had 
ttot Biibdaed before him^ the idea* of briii^iig thiM 
fast moltitiide to a^e in one system of beKef ttMi 
wiorritip appeared to him not utterly hopeless^ 

He eonsnlted, afte^ long refiectbn, hiii fhvorif!# 
and seevetary, Abol Facil, tiie> eelebrated histolriahiv 
ci whom it was proverlnally ss&d, that ^ the mott^ 
alrcht of the Seat feared moihs the petf of Abtdf 
Faeil than- the sword of Akbar.^ TW acute miiMI 
df that great mteia' saw vastaMNdy tive wild ilinprMtl*' 
cabiHty of snob a seheme ; bat wilttttg to pi^o^e if 
lb his master wiiivoiit absolutely contradiotittg hitf 
ii^rorite soheme, W proposed, as a preparatory 
step,* thait the ivames of the vaiioas sects of reli^onr 
laown to exist in the sultan's deminions should bef 
Aegisteired, amd the tenets of their belief contameil 
Ih their books of kw^ or promatgated by their 
priests, should be reviewed and compared ; thenc€^ 
it would appear how fkr it #as possible to reconcile 
them one with anodier. 

This suggestion pleased tho gi^at Idng; and' 
tbere went forth a dec^e fiom tiie nnperial thr6na« 
ctommanding tl^at adl the religions and sects of i^ 
l^on to be found withitt Hhe boundaries of iSbtf 
mpire should send depntfieti^ on a 6<9itain day, U^ 
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the sultan, to deliyer up their books of law, to d» 
elare openly the doctrines of their faith, and Im 
roistered hy name in a volume kept for this pup 
pose — whether they were followers of Jesus, of 
Idoses, or of Mohammed ; whether they worshipped 
God in the sun, in the fire, in the image, or in the 
stream ; by written law or traditional practice ; trae 
belieyer or pagan infidel, none were excepted. The 
imperial mandate was couched in such absolute, as 
well as alluring terms, that it became as impossible 
as impolitic to evade it ; it was therefore the intei^ 
est of every particular sect, to represent in the moil 
&vorable light the mode of faith professed by each 
Some thought to gain favor by the magnificence ol 
their gifts ; others, by the splendor of their procefr 
sions. Some rested their hopes on the wisdom and 
venerable appearance of the deputies they selected 
to represent them ; and others, (they were but few,) 
strong in their faith and spiritual pride, deemed all 
such aids unnecessary, and trusted in the truth of 
the doctrines they professed, which they only waited 
an opportunity to assert, secure that they needed 
only to be heard, to convert all who had ears to 
hear. 

On the appointed day, an immense multitude 
had assembled fr<»n all the quartera of the empire, 
and pressed through the gates and streets of Agra, 
then the capital and residence of the monarch* 
The principal durbar, or largest audience-court of 
the palace, was thrown open on this occasion. At 
dra upper end was i^aced the throne of Akbac 
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it was a raised platform, from whicb sprang twelve 
twisted pillars of massy gold, aU radiant with innu- 
merable gems, supporting the golden canopy, over 
which waved the white umbrella, the insignia o£ 
power; the cushions upon which the emperor r^ 
clined, were of cloth of gold, incrusted with rubiet 
and emeralds ; six pages, of exquisite beauty, bear- 
ing fans of peacocks' feathers, were alone permit- 
ted to approach within the silver balustrade, which 
surrounded the seat of power. On one side stood 
the vizir Chan Azim, bold and erect of look, aa 
became a warrior, and Abul Fazil, with his tablett 
in his hand, and his eyes modestly cast down ; next 
to him stood Dominico Cuen9a, the Portuguese mis- 
«ionai7, and two fnars of Ms orfer, who had come 
from Goa by the express command of the sultan : 
on the other side, the mufUs and doctors of the 
law. Around were the great omrahs, the generalS| 
governor, tributary princes, and ambassadors. 
The ground was spread with Persian carpets of a 
thousand tints, sprinkled with rose-water, and 
softer beneath the feet than the velvety dnrva 
grass ; and clouds of incense, ambergris, and 
myrrh, filled the air. The gorgeous trappings of 
eastern splendor, the waving of standards, the glit- 
tering of warlike weapons, the sparkling of jew- 
elled robes, formed a scene, almost sublime in its 
prodigal and lavish magnificence, such as only an 
oriental court could show. 

Seven days did the royal Akbar receive and en 
lertain the religious deputies ; every day a hundred 



tbcnuand Btrangera feaat«d at Ui expeiue; anA 
every night the ffSia Iw had reeeived dtmng tliv 
day, or tbe value of them, were disbibuced b aim* 
to the tmC mnltitade, withont any regard to diffim- 
ence of belief. Seven days ffid ihe royid Albn 
rit on Ih3 mtunad, and Hsten gracioaidy to a£ who 
appeared before hhn. Hanjt were the woida 
Rpoken, and m&rrelloea was the wisdoni uttered; 
■nUime ifere tbe doctrines professed, and pore tha 
Diorality they enjoimed; but die more Oie nftt 
Akbar heard, the more was bia great mind pei^ 
plexed; the last who spoke seemed ever jilJw 
^ht, till the neat who ap[ipan?d tura^ ^^ 'T^ 
donbt ^^ain. He was amazed, and ' ' ■ 
UmKlf, like the judge of old, " What ' 

It was observed, that the many db 
•rodox wets of the ^Mohammedan 
infinitolj morft inAgnatlun »nio 
nraflis, thaa tbe worst among t> 
Tbeir hearts burned within tl 
fiance and wrath, and thev wr 
m the spot for the pi-ivile^ 
Ua^hetnerB, who rejected 
muBtained, with Abo Zail, 
tiian green; or with irozar, 
worse than an infidel ; or belie 
ans, thai ra paradiie God is be 
ejes of our nndentanding; or wi> 
that a prince who abuses his power n 
without ain. But tjie sultao bad i. 

his presence, and they wl 



1 
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ilnined to \eeip dleooe, thovgfa it was pain and 
grief ietbem. 

The Seiks fron Latbore, liien « new Beet, and 
since a poweifol natios, irkk their light oHve com^ 
plesEMWS, their rick robes and torbans afl of blue, 
their noble feataies and free undaunted depoi^ 
•wnt, struck the whole assembly with respect, and 
were received with pecidiar fitvor by the saltan^ 
So also were the Ala^lahiyahs, whose doctrines are 
a strange c(»npound -of the Christian, the Mohan^ 
medan, and tiie Pagan creeds ; but the Saetas, or 
fijHCureans of India, net with a &r different re- 
eeption. This sect, which in secret professed the 
Bost prof^me and detestable opinions, endeavored 
to obtain favor by the splendid offerings iAiey laid 
at the loot of the throne, and the graceful and 
aeduoii^ eloquence of their principal speaker. It 
was, however, in vain, that he threw over the ten* 
cts of his religion, as publicly acknowledged, the 
ffimsy disguise of rhetoric and poetry ; that he en* 
deavored to prove, that all happiness consisted in 
enjo3rii^ tiie world's goods, and all virtue in mere 
abstaining from evil; that death is an eternal 
deep ; and therefore to reject tihie pleasures of this 
yfe, in any shape, the eartreme o£ folly ; while at 
\ every paaise of his oration, v(»ces of the sweetest 

] mdody chorussed the famous burden :«- 



^ Kay the hand never shake which gather*d the grapesl 
Ifoy the foot never slip which pressed them ! '* 

JUcbar Gommanded Um Saetas from his presenea 



142 TALES. 

Bmid the murmurs and execrations of all pardes; 
and though they were protected for the present bgr 
the royal passport, they were subsequently ban- 
ished beyond the fix>ntiers of Cashmere. 

The fire-worshippers, from Guzerat, presented 
the books of their famous teacher, Zoroaster ; ta 
them succeeded the Jainas, the Buddhists, and 
many more, innumerable as the leaves upon the 
banyan-tree — countless as the stars at midnight 

Last of all came the deputies of the Brahmana. 
On their approach there was a hushed silence, and 
then arose a suppressed murmur of amazement, 
curiosity, and admiration. It is well known with 
what impenetrable secrecy the Brahmins guard the 
peculiar mysteries of their religion. In the reigns 
of Akbar's predecessors, and during the first inva- 
rions of the Moguls, many had suffered martyrdom 
in the most horrid forms, rather than suffer their 
sanctuaries to be violated, or disclose the contents 
of their Vedas or sacred books. Loss of caste, ex- 
conomunication in this world, and eternal perdition 
in the next, were the punishments awarded to 
those, who should break this fundamental law of 
the Brahminical faith. The mystery was at length 
to be unveiled; the doubts and conjectures, to 
which this pertinacious concealment gave rise, 
were now to be ended forever. The learned doc- 
tors and muftis bent forward with an attentive and 
eager look — Abul Fazil raised his small, bright, 
piercing eyes, while a smile of dubious import 
passed over his countenance — the Portuguese 
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monk threw back his cowl, and the calm and 
Bcomiiil expression of his fine features changed to 
one of awakened curiosity and interest; even 
ii:bar raised himself from hb jewelled couch as 
the deputies of the Brahmans approached. A sin- 
gle delegate had been chosen from the tweWe prin* 
nipal temples and seats of learning, and they were 
attended hj forty aged men, selected from the 
three inferior castes, to represent the mass of the 
Indian population — warriors, merchants, and hus- 
bandmen. At the head cf this majestic procession 
was the Brahman Sarma, the high priest, and prin- 
cipal Oooroo or teacher of theology at Benares. 
This singular and venerable man had passed ser- 
eral years of his life in the court of the sultan 
Baber ; and the dignity and austerity, that became 
his age and high functions, were blended with i 
certain grace and ease in his deportment, which 
distinguished him above the rest 

When the sage Sarma had pronounced the usual 
benediction, '*May the king be victorious 1" Akbar 
inclined his head with reverence. '* Wise and vir- 
tuous Brahmans 1 " he said, '* our court derives 
honor from your illustrious presence. Next to the 
true faith taught by our holy Prophet, the doctrines 
of Brahma must exceed all others in wisdom and 
purity, even as the prieste of Brahma excel in viiv 
fcue and knowledge the wisest of the earth; disclose, 
therefore, your sacred Sastras, that we may inhale 
from them, as from the roses of paradise, tlie pr» 
dous fragrance of truth and of knowledge ] " 
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The Brahman iteplied, in tbe aoft «ad muaiea* 
ftonfis of his people, ^ kiog of ihe vorld I w« av« 
)»ot coHie before the throne of power to betray tiha 
£^tb of our fathers, but to <|ie for U;, if sneh be Utad 
will of the Bulian 1 ** Saying these words, he and 
his companions pvoslvated themsdives upon th9 
earth, and, taking -of th^^ turbans, flung them 
down before them; then, while the rest continued 
with their foreheads bowed to the gronnd* Sarma 
arose, and stood upright before the throne. Ji^ 
words can describe the amazement of Akbar. Qa 
shrunk back and struck his himd9 together ; then 
he frowned, and twisted his small and beautifully 
curled mustachios: **The sons of Brahma mock 
usl" said he at length; "is it thus our in^rial 
decrees are obeyed ? " 

" The Im^ of our faith «r^ immutable,'' replisd 
tike old man, cabnly, "and the contend of tha 
Yedas were preordained &of!$, the bc^nning «f 
time to be reyealed to the twhqisp-bobit akm^ It 
Is sufficient, that therein are to be found the esBenof 
of all wisdom, the principles of all virtue, aiid tb9 
means of acquiring immortality." 

"Poubtless, the sons of Brahma are preemir 
nently wise," said Akbar, sarcastically ( "but aft 
the followers of the Prophet accounted as fools ift 
their eyes ? The sops of Brahma are excellently 
yirtuous, but ^re all the rest of mankind vicious ? 
Has the most high God confined the knowledge of 
his attributes to the Brahmins alone, and hiddev 
his face from th^ re^t of his creatures ? Wh«:i» 
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then, 18 luft justice ? where hit aU-embracing 
mercy?" 

The Brahman, folding bis anusy replied : ** It is 
written, Hiaven is a palaces wilii many doors, and 
every man shall enter by his own way. It is not 
giyen to mortals to examine or arraign the decreet 
of the Deily, but to bear and to obey. Let the 
will of the sultan be accomplished in all thin^i 
else. In this let the God of all the earth judge 
between the king and his servants." 

" Now, by the head of our Froj^et I shall we be 
brayed on our throne by these insolent and contu- 
macious priests? Tortures shall foroe the seal 
firom those lips 1 " 

** Not so 1 " siud the old Brahman, drawing him- 
self up with a look of inexpressible dignity. '* It 
is in the power of the Great King to deal with hia 
•laves as seemeth good to him ; but fortitude is the 
jfourage of the weak ; and the twice^bom sons of 
Brahma can suffer more in the cause of truth, than 
even the wrath of Akbar can inflict" 

At these words, which expressed at once sub- 
nission and defiance, a general murmur arose in 
he assembly. The dense crowd became agitated 
■ the waves of the Ganges just before the rising 
if the hurricane. Some opened their eyes wide 
jrith amazement at such audacity, some frowned 
odth indignation, some looked on with contempt, 
Xhers with pity. All awaited in fearful expecta- 
ion, till the fury of the sultan should burst forth 
and consume these presumptuous offenders. But 

10 
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Akbar remained silent, and for some time played 
with the hilt of his poniard, half unsheathing it, 
and then forcing it back with an angiy gesture. 
At length he motioned to his secretary to ap- 
proach ; and Abul Fazil, kneeling upon the silver 
steps of the throne, received the sultan's commands. 
After a conference of some length, inaudible to the 
attendants around, Abul Fazil came forward, and 
announced the will of the sultan, that the durbar 
should be presently broken up. The deputies 
were severally dismissed with rich presents; all, 
except the Brahmans, who were commanded to 
remain in the quarter assigned to them during the 
royal pleasure, and a strong guard was placed over 
them. * 

Meantime Akbar withdrew to the private apart- 
ments of his palace, where he remained for three 
days inaccessible to all, except his secretary Abul 
Fazil, and the Christian monk. On the fourth 
day he sent for the high priest of Benares, and 
successively for the rest of the Brahmans, his com- 
panions ; but it was in vsun he tried threats and 
temptations, and all his arts of argument and per- 
suasion. They remained calmly and passively im* 
movable. The sultan at length pardoned and 
dismissed them with nuiny expressions of courtesy 
and admiration. The Brahman Sarma was distin- 
guished among the rest by gifb of peculiar value 
and magnificence, and to him Akbar made a volun- 
tary promise, that, during his reign, the cruel tax, 
(*^e'l the Kerea, which had hitherto been levied 
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apon the poor Indians whenever they met to cele- 
brate anj of their religions festivals, should be 
abolished. 

But all these professions were hollow and insid* 
I >as. Akbar was not a character to be thas ba& 
fled ; and assisted by the wily wit of Abul Fazil, 
and the bold intri^ing monk, he had devised a 
secret and subtle expedient, which should at once 
gratify his curiosity, and avenge his insulted power. 

Abul Fazil had an only brother, many yean 
younger than himself, whom he had adopted as hia 
son, and loved with extreme tenderness. He had 
intended him to tread, like himself, the intricate 
path of state policy ; and with this view he had 
been carefully educated in all the learning of the 
East, and had made the most astonishing progress 
in every branch of science. Though scarcely past 
his boyhood, he had already been initiated into the 
intrigues of the court; above all, he had been 
brought up in sentiments of the most profound 
veneration and submission for the monarch he was 
destined to serve. In some respects Faizi resem- 
bled his brother ; he possessed the same versatility 
of talents, the same acuteness of mind, the same 
predilection for literary and sedentary pursuits, 
the same insinuating melody of voice and fluent 
grace of speech ; but his ambition was of a nobler 
cast, and though his moral perceptions had been 
somewhat blunted by a too early acquaintance 
with court diplomacy, and an effeminate, though 
learned education, his mind and talents were d<^ 
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ddodly of 1^ higher order. He «lflo excelled AW 
FazU in the graces of hb person, having inherited 
from his mother (a Hindoo slaye of surpassing love* 
Uness) a figure of exqiusite grace and symmetryy 
and features of most faultless and noble beauty. 

Thus fitted by nature and prepared by art fin 
the part he was to perform, this youth was secretly 
lent to Allahabad, where the deputies of the Brah« 
mans rested for some days on their return to the 
Sacred City. Here Abul Fazil, with great appear- 
ance of mystery and circumspection, introduced 
himself to the chief priest, Sarmai and presented to 
him his youthful brother aa the orphan son of the 
Brahman Mitra, a celebrated teacher of astronomy 
in the court of the late sultan.. Abul Fazil had 
artfully prepared such documents, as left no doubt 
of the truth of his story. His pupil in treachery 
played hia part to admiration, and the deception 
was complete and successful. 

'< It was the wiU of the Great King," said the 
wily Abul Fazil, *^ that this &ir youth should be 
brought up in his palace, and converted to tha 
Moslem faith ; but, bound by my vows to a dying 
friend, I have for fourteen years eluded the comr 
mand of the sultan, and in placing him under thy 
protection^ O most venerable Sarmal I have at 
length discharged my conscience, and fulfilled the 
last wishes of the Brahman Mitra. Peace be witl^ 
him 1 If it seem good in thy mght, let this remain 
Cor ever a secret between me and thee. I have 
mccessfully thrown dust in the eyes of the sultai^ 
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Aod oansed it to be reported^ tibat the jrooth is dead 
ef a radden and grieyoos disease. Should be dis* 
cover, that he has been deceived by his slave ; should 
the trath reach his mightf ears, the head of Abtt) 
Fazil would assuredly pay the forfeit of his di» 
obedience." 

The old Brahman replied with many expresnoni 
c^ gratitude and inviolable discretion ; and, wholly 
teBaspicions of the cmel artifice, received the 
youth with joy. He carried him to Benares, where 
some mcmths afterwards he publicly adopted him 
as his son, and gave him the name of Govindai 
* Ae Beloved," one of the titles under which the 
Indian women adore their beauiifbl and fiivorite 
dol, the god Crishna. 

Grovinda, so we must now call him, was set to 
Itndy the sacred language, and the theolc^ of the 
Brahmans as it is revealed in their Vedas and 
Bastras. In both he made quick and extraordi- 
nary progress; and his idngular talents did not 
te>re endear him to his preceptor, than his docil- 
i^, and the pensive, and even melancholy sweet^ 
sees of his temper and manner. His new duties 
'fere not unpleasing or unsuited to one of his in- 
dolent and contemplative temper. He possibly 
fidt, at first, a holy horror at the pagan sacrifices, 
In which he was obliged to assist, and some reluo^ 
tance to feeding consecrated cows, gathering flowefi, 
looking rice, and drawing water for offerings aiid 
libations; but by degrees he reconciled his coti- 
•cience to these occupations, and became attached 
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to hifi Grooroo, and interested in hiB philosophical 
studies. He would have been happy, in short, bat 
for certain uneasy sensations of fear and sel^ 
reproach, which he vainly endeavored to foiget or 
to reason down. 

Abul Fazil, who dreaded not his indiscretion or 
his treachery, but his natural sense of rectitude, 
which had yielded reluctantly, even to the com- 
mand of Akbar, maintained a constant intercourse 
with him by means of an intelligent mute, whO| 
hovering in the vicinity of Benares, sometimes in 
the disguise of a fisherman, sometimes as a coolie, 
was a continual spy upon all his movements ; and 
once in every month, when the moon was in her 
dark quarter, Govinda met him secretly, and ex- 
changed communications with his brother. 

The Brahman Sarma was rich ; he was proud 
of his high caste, his spiritual office, and his learn- 
ing ; he was of the tribe of Narayna, which for a 
thousand years had filled the offices of priesthood, 
without descending to any meaner occupation, or 
mingling blood with any inferior caste. He main- 
tained habitually a cold, austere, and dignified 
cahnness of demeanor ; and flattered himself, that 
he had attained that state of perfect indifference to 
all worldly things, which, according to the Brah- 
minical philosophy, is the highest point of human 
virtue ; but, though simple, grave, and austere in 
hb personal habits, he lived with a splendor be- 
coming his reputation, his high rank, and vast pofr 
lessions. He exercised an almost princely hosp^ 
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tality; a hjndred mendicants were fed morning 
and evening at his gates. He founded and sup- 
ported colleges of learning for the poorer Brah- 
mans, and had numerous pupils, who had come 
from all parts of India to study under his direction. 
These were lodged in separate buildings. On!) 
Govinda, as the adopted son of Sarma, dwelt undez 
the same roof with his Gooroo, a privilege which 
had unconsciously become most precious to his 
heart ; it removed him from the constrained com* 
panionship of those he secretly despised, and it 
placed him in delicious and familiar intercourse 
with one, who had become too dearly and fatally 
beloved. 

The Brahman had an only child, the daughter 
of his old age. She had been named, at her birth, 
Priyamvada; (or softly speaking f) but her compan- 
ions called her Amri, the name of a graceful tree- 
bearing blossoms of peculiar beauty and fragrance, 
with which the Camdeo (Indian Cupid) is said to 
tip his arrows. Amii was but a child when Go- 
vinda first entered the dwelling of his preceptor ; 
but as time passed on, she expanded beneath his 
eye into beauty and maturity, like the lovely and 
odoriferous flower, the name of which she bore 

The Hindoo women of superior rank and un- 
mixed caste are in general of diminutive size ; and 
accordingly the lovely and high-bom Amtk was 
formed upon the least possible scale of female 
beauty ; but her figure, though so exquisitely del- 
icate, had all the flowing outline and roimded pro* 
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pordons of complete womanhood. Her feataret 
were perfectly regular, and of almost infantine 
minatenesg, except her eyes; tiKMe soft oriental 
eyes, not sparkling, or often animated, but laige, 
dark, and lustrous ; as if in their calm depth of ex- 
pression slept unawakened pasaons, like the bright 
deity Heri reposing upcm the coiled serpent. Her 
eyebrows were finely arched, and most delicately 
pencilled; her complexion, of a pale and trans- 
parent dive, was on the slightest emotion suffused 
with a tint, which resembled that of the crimson 
water-lily as seen through the tremulous wave ; her 
lips were like the buds of the Camklata, and un- 
closed to display a row of teeth like seed-pearl of 
Manar. But one of her principal charms, because 
peculiar and unequalled, was the beauty and re* 
dundance of her hair, which in color and texture 
resembled black floss silk, and, when released from 
confinement, flowed downwards over her whole 
person like a veil, and swept the ground. 

Such was Amrk ; nor let it be supposed, that so 
perfect a form was allied to a merely passive and 
childish mind. It is on record, that, until the in* 
Tasion of Hindostan by the barbarous Moguls, the 
Indian women enjoyed comparative freedom ; it is 
only since the occupation of the country by the 
Europeans, that they have been kept in entire 
seclusion. A plurality of wives was discouraged 
by their laws ; and, among some of the tribes <^ 
Brahmans, it was even forbidden. At the period 
•f our story, that is, in the rdgn of Akbar, the 
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Indian wcnuen, and more particularljr the Brali* 
ttunees, enjoyed much liberty. They were well 
educated, and some of them, extraordinary as it 
may seem, distinguished themselves in war and 
government The Indian queen Durgetti, whoso 
history forms a conspicuous and interesting episode 
in the life of Akbar, defended her kingdom for ten 
years against one of his most valiant generakk 
Moimted upon anv elephant of war, she led her 
armies in person; fought several pitched battles; 
and being at length defeated in a decinve engage 
ment, she stabbed herself on the field, rather than 
submit to her barbarous conqueror. Nor was this 
a solitary instance of female heroism and mental 
energy ; and the effect of this freedom, and the re* 
spect with which they were treated, appeared in the 
morals and manners of the women. 

The gentle daughter of Sarma was not indeed 
fitted by nature either to lead or to govern, and 
certainly had never dreamed of doing either. Her 
figure, gestures, and movements, had that softness 
at once alluring and retiring, that indolent gracoi 
that languid repose, common to the women of 
tropical regions. 

*' All her afTections like the dews on roses. 
Fair as the flowers themselves; as soft, as gentle.** 

Her spirit, in its ^^ mildness, sweetness, blessedness," 
teemed as flexible and unresisting as the tender 
Vasanta creeper. She had indeed been educated 
in all the exclusive pride of her caste, and taught 
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to regard all who were not of the privileged rao« 
of Brahma as frangi (or impure) ; but this princi- 
ple, though so early instilled into her mind as to 
have become a part of her nature, was rather pas- 
siye than acdye ; it had never been called forth. 
She had never been brought into contact with 
those, whose very look she would have con^dered 
as pdlution ; for she had no intercourse but with 
those of her own nation, and watchful and sustain- 
ing love were all around her. Her learned ac- 
complishments extended no farther than to read 
and write the Hindostanee tongue. To tend and 
water her flowers, to feed her birds, which inhabitbd 
a gaily gilded aviary in her garden, to string pearls, 
to embroider muslin, were her employments; to 
pay visits and recdve them, to lie upon cushionSi 
and be fanned asleep by her maids, or listen to the 
endless tales of her old nurse, Gautami, whose 
memory was a vast treasure of traditional wonders 
— ^these were her amusements. That there were 
graver occupations, and dearer pleasures, proper 
to her sex, she knew ; but thought not of them, 
till the young Govinda came to disturb the peace 
of her innocent bosom. She had been told to 
regard him as a brother ; and, as she had never 
known a brother, she believed, that, in lavishing 
upon him all the glowing tenderness of her young 
heart, she was but obeying her father's commands. 
If her bosom fluttered when she heard his foo^ 
steps ; if she trembled upon the tones of his voice 
if, while be was occupied in the services of ths 
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temple, she sat in her veranda awuUag his return, 
and, the moment he appeared through the em- 
bowering acacias, a secret and unaccountable 
feeling made her breathe quick, and rise in haste 
and retire to her inner apartments, till he ap- 
proached to paj the salutations due to the daughter 
of his preceptor; what was it, what could it be, 
but the tender solicitude of a sister for a new- 
found brother ? But Grovinda himself was not so 
entirely deceived. His boyhood had been passed 
in a luxurious court, and among the women and 
slaves of his brother's harem; and though so 
young, he was not wholly inexperienced in a pas- 
sion, which is the too early growth of an eastern 
heart He knew why he languished in the pres- 
ence of his beautiful sister ; he could tell why the 
dark splendor of Amrk*s eyes pierced his soul like 
the winged flames shot into a beaeged city. He 
could guess, too, why those eyes kindled with a 
softer fire beneath his glance ; but the love he felt 
was so chastened by the awe which her serene 
purity, and the dignity of her sweet and feminine 
bearing shed around her; so hallowed by the 
nominal relationship in which they stood; so dif^ 
ferent, in short, from any thing he had ever felt, or 
seen, or heard of, that, abandoned to all the sweet 
and dream-like enchantment of a boyish passion, 
Grovinda was scarcely conscious of the wishes of 
his own heart, until accident in the same moment 
disclosed his secret aspirations to himself, and bade 
him for ever despair of their accomplishment 
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On the last day of the dark half of the moon, il 
iras the castom of the wise and venerable Sarma 
to bathe at sunset in the Ganges, and afterwards 
retiiB to prirate meditation upon the thousand 
names of God, by the repetition of which, as it is 
written, a man insures to himself everlasting f^o* 
ity. But while Sarma was thus absorbed in hoi/ 
abstraction, where were Grovinda and Amrk ? 

In a spot fairer than the poef s creative pencil 
ever wrought into a picture for fancy to dwell on— 
where, at the extremity of the Brahman's gardeui 
the broad and beautiful stream that bounded it ran 
swiftly to mingle its waves with those of the thrice- 
holy Ganges; where mangoes raised theii; hi^ 
twisted roots in a thousand fantastic forms, while 
from their boughs hung suspended the nests of the 
little Baya birds, which waved to and fio in the 
evening breeze — there had Amrk and Govinda 
met together, it might be, without design. The 
sun had set, the Cbtus flowers began to fall, and 
the rich blossoms of the night>*loving Nilica diffused 
their rich odor. The Feyoo awoke to warble 
forth his song, and the fire-flies were just visible, 
as they flitted under the shade of the GhaUipae 
trees. Upon a bank, covered with that sof^ and 
beautifid grass, which, whenever it is pressed or 
trodden on, yields a delicious perfume, were Amrk 
and Govinda seated sido by side. Two of hex 
attendants, at some little distance, were occu{»ed 
in twining wrea^ of flowers. Amrk had a basket 
at her feet, ir. which were two small vessels d 
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One contained cakes of rice, honey* 
and clarified batter, kneaded by her own liand; 
in the other were maqgoes, rose-apples, and musk- 
melons ; and garlands of the holy paUtfa bloasomsi 
■acred to the dead, were flnng around the whole. 
This was the votiTe ofiezing, which Amrk had pre* 
pared for the tomb of her mother, who was buried 
m the garden. And now, with her elbow resting 
on her kneCf and her soft cheek leaning on her 
hand, she sat gazing up at the sky, where the stan 
came flashing forth one by one; and she watched 
iSos auspicious moment for <^ering her pious obla- 
lion* But Govinda looked neither on the earth, 
nor on the sky. What to him were the stars, or 
the flowers, or the moon rising in dewy splendor? 
His ^ea were fixed upon one, who was bri^ter to 
him than the stars, lovelier than the moon when 
the drives her antelopes through the heavens, 
sweeter than the night-flow^ which opens in her 
beam. 

*^ O Amrk 1 " he said, at length, and while ha 
spckQ his voice trembled even at its own tendeiv 
ness, " Anur^ 1 beautiful and beloved sister 1 thine 
eyes are filled with the glory of that sparkling 
firmament I the breath of die evening, which agi- 
tates the silky filaments of the Seris, is as pleasant 
to thee as to me ; but the beauty, which I see, thou 
canst not see ; the power of deep joy, which thrills 
over my heart like the breeze over those floating 
lotuses — oh I Ais thou canst not feel 1 — ^Let me take 
away those pearls and gems scattered among thy 
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radiant tresses, and replace ihem 'with these fii^ 
grant and golden clusters of Champac flowers ! If 
ever there were beanty, which conld disdain the 
aid of ornament, is it not that of Amrk? If eyer 
there were purity, truth, and goodness, which could 
defy the powers of evil, are they not thine ? O, 
then, let others braid their hair with pearls, and 
bind round their arms the demon-scaring amulet, 
my sister needs no spells to guard her innocence, 
and cannot wear a gem that does not hide a 
charm!" 

The blush, which the be^nning of this passion- 
ate speech had called up to her cheek, was changed 
to a smile, as she looked down upon the mystic 
circle of gold, which bound her arm. 

** It is not a talisman,** said she, softly ; '' it is the 
Tali, the nuptial bracelet, wluch was bound upon 
my arm when I was married." 

" Married ! " the word rent away from the heart 
of Govinda that veil, with which he had hitherto 
shrouded his secret hopes, fears, wishes, and affec- 
tions. His mute agitation sent a trouble into her 
heart, she knew not why. She blushed quick- 
kindling blushes, and drooped her head. 

'* Married I" he said, after a breathless pause; 
" when ? to whom ? who b the possessor of a gem 
of such exceeding price, and yet forbears to claim 
it?" 

She replied, " To Adhar, priest of Indore, and 
die fnend of Sarma. I was married to him while 
yet an infarct, after the manner of our tribe. 
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Then perceiving bis increasing disturbance, sihe 
eontinned, hurriedly, and with downcast eyes ; ^ i 
have never seen him; he has long dwelt in the 
countries of the south, whither he was called on an 
important mission ; but he will soon return to reside 
here in the sacred city of his fathers, and will leave 
it no more. Why then should Govinda be sad ? ' 
She laid her hand timidly upon his arm, and looked 
up in his face. 

Govinda would fain have taken that beautiful 
little hand, and covered it with kisses and with 
tears ; but he was restrained by a feeling of respect* 
which he could not himself comprehend. He feared 
to alarm her; he contented himself with fixing hit 
eyes on the hand which rested on his arm ; and he 
said in a soft melancholy voice, " When Adhar re- 
turns, Govinda will be forgotten." 

** O never 1 never 1 " she exclaimed with sudden 
emotion, and lifting towards him eyes, that floated 
in tears. Govinda bent down his head, and pressed 
his lips upon her hand. She withdrew it hasdly^ 
and rose from the ground. 

At that moment her nurse, Gautami, approached 
them. ** My child," said she, in a tone of reproof, 
**dost thou yet linger here, and the auspicious 
moment almost past ? If thou delayest longer, evil 
demons will disturb and consume the pious oblation, 
and the dead will frowi upon the abandoned altar. 
Hasten, my daughter ; take up the basket of offer- 
ings, and walk before us." 

Amrk, (Tembling, leaned upon her maidsr and 
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prepared to obey ; but when ahe had made a few 
BtepSy she turned back, as if to salute her brother, 
and repeated in a low emphatic tone the word 
^'^ Never;" — then turned away. Govinda stood 
looking after the group, till the last wave of their 
white veils disappeared ; and listened till the tink* 
ling o£ their silver anklets could no longer be 
distinguished. Then he started as from a dream ; 
he tossed his arms above his head ; he flung him- 
self upon the earth in an agony of jealous fury ; he 
gave way to all the pent-up passions, which had 
been for years accumulating in his heart All at 
once he rose ; he walked to and fro ; he stopped. 
A hope had darted into his mind, even through the 
gloom of despair. ^ For what," thought he, ** have 
I sold myself? For riches 1 for honour ! for power i 
Ah ! what are they in such a moment ? Dust of the 
earth, toys, empty breath ! For what is the word of 
Hhe Great King pledged to me ? Has be not sworn 
to refuse me nothing? All that is most precious 
between earth and heaven, from the mountain to 
the sea, lies at my choice \ One word, and she is 
mine ! and I hesitate ? Fool ! she shall be mine 1 " 
He lodged up towards heaven, and marked the 
places of the stars. " It is the appointed hour," he 
muttered, and cautiously his eye glanced around, 
and he listened ; but all was solitary and silent 
He then stole along the path, which led through a 
thick grove of Cadam troes, intermingled with the 
tall points of the Cusa grass, that shielded him firom 
all observation. He came at last to a little prom- 
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outory, irhere the rnrer we have mentioned threw 
itself into the Ganges. He had not been there 
above a minute, when a low whistle, like the note 
of the Chacora, was heard. A small boat rowed 
to the shore, and Sahib stood before him. Quick of 
•ye and apprehension, the mute perceived instantly 
that something unusual had occurred. He pointed 
to the skiff; but Govinda shook hts head, and 
made signs for a light and the writing implements. 
They were quickly brought ; and while Sahib held 
the lamp, so that its light was invisible to the oppo- 
site shore, Govinda wrote, in the peculiar cipher 
they had framed for that purpose, a few words to 
his brother, sufficiently intelligible in their import^ 
though dictated by the impassioned and tumultuous 
feelings of the moment When he had finished, he 
gave the letter to Sahib, who concealed it carefully 
in the folds of his turban, and then, holding up the 
fingers of both hands thrice over, to intimate, that 
in thirty days he would bring the answer, he 
sprung into the boat, and was soon lost under the 
mighty shadow of the trees, which stretched their 
huge boughs over the stream. 

Grovinda slowly returned ; but he saw AmrA no 
more that night. They met the next day, and the 
next; but Amrk was no longer the same; she was 
oient, pensive ; and when pressed or rebuked, she 
became tearful and even suUen. She was always 
seen with her faithful Gautami, upon whose arm 
she leaned droopingly, and hung her head like her 
own n^lected flowers. Govinda was almost di»> 

11 
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traded ; in Yam he watched for a moment to speak 
to Amrk alone ; the vigilant Gautami seemed re 
wived, that they should never meet out of her 
right Sometimes he would raise his eyes to her 
as she passed, with such a look of tender and sor- 
rowfiil reproach, that Amrk would turn away her 
fiice and weep ; but still she spoke not ; and never 
returned his respectful salutation farther than by 
inclining her head. 

The old Brahman perceived this change in his 
beloved daughter; but not for some time; and it 
18 probable, that, being absorbed in his spiritual 
office and sublime speculations, he would have had 
neither leisure nor penetration to discover the 
cause, if the suspicions of the careful Gautami had 
not awakened his attention. She ventured to sug- 
gest the propriety of hastening the return of his 
daughter's betrothed husband ; and the Brahman, 
having taken her advice in this particular, rested 
satisfied; persuading himself, that the arrival of 
Adhar would be a certain and all-sufficient remedy 
for the dreaded evil, which in his simplicity he had 
never contemplated, and could scarcely be made to 
comprehend. 

A month had thus passed away, and ag»n that 
appointed day came round, on which Govinda waa 
wont to meet his brother's emissary ; even on ordi- 
nary occasions he could never anticipate it without 
a thrill of anxiety, — ^now every feeling was wrought 
ap to agony ; yet it was necessary to control the 
■lightest sign of impatience, and wear the 
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ociemal guise of calm, subdued Bel^possesaon, 
though every rein was burning with the fever of 
lospense. 

It was the hour when Sarma, having risen from 
his mid-day sleep, was accustomed to listen to 
Govinda while he read some appointed text Ac- 
cordingly Govinda opened his book, and standing 
before his preceptor in an attitude of profound hn* 
mility, he read thus : — 

** Garuna asked of the Crow Bushanda, * What 
is the most excellent of natural forms ? the highest 
good ? the chief pain ? the dearest pleasure ? the 
greatest wickedness ? the severest punishment ? 

''And the Grow Bushanda answered him : * In 
the three worlds, empyreal, terrestrial, and infer- 
nal, no form excels the human form. 

" ' Supreme felicity, on earth, is found in the ooo- 
versation of a virtuous friend. 

''*The keenest pain is inflicted by extreme 
poverty. 

** ' The worst of sins is uncharitableness ; and 
to the uncharitable is awarded the severest punish- 
ment; for while the despisers of their spiritual 
guides shall live for a thousand centuries as frogs, 
and those who contemn the Brahmans as ravens, 
and those who scorn other men as blinking bats, 
the uncharitable alone shall be condemned to the 
profoundest hell, and their punishment shall lail 
fer ever.' " ♦ 

Govinda closed his book ; and the old Brahnun 

• Vide tiM H<etnpmliiMi 
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WB8 proceeding to make an elaboi'ate itnnment on 
this venerable text, when, looking up in the fao« 
of his pupil, he perceived that he was pale, ab- 
•tracted, and apparently unconscious that he wai 
speaking. He stopped ; he was about to rebuka 
faom, but he restrained himself; and after reflect 
ing for a few moments, he commanded the youth 
to prepare for the evening sacrifice; but first htt 
desired him to summon Amr^ to her father's pre^ 
ence. 

At this unusual command Govinda almost start 
ed. He deposited the sacred leaves in his bosom, 
and, with a beating heart and trembling stepa, 
prepared to obey. When he reached the door of 
die zenana, he gently lifted the silken curtaifi 
which divided the apartments, and stood fi)r a fe* 
moments contemplating, with silent and sad delight, 
the group that met his view. 

AmrA was redining upon cushions, and looking 
wan as a star that fades away before the dawn. 
Her head drooped upon her bosom, her hair hung 
neglected upon her shoulders; yet was she lovely 
stall; and Govinda, while he gaced, remembered 
die words of the poet Calidas: **The water-Hly^ 
though dark moss may setde on its head, is never- 
theless beautiful ; and the moon, with dewy beamSi 
is rendered yet brighter by its dark spots." She 
was clasping round her delicate wrist a bracelet of 
'ems; and when she observed, that ever as she 
imced it on her attenuated arm it fell again upon 
her hand, she shook her head and smiled mourn 
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fiifly. Two ^ her niaids sat at her feet oocujued 
In ihttr embroidery ; and old Gautami, at her side, 
was relating, in a slow, monotonous recitative, one 
of her thousand tales of wonder, to divert tha 
molancholy of her young mistress. She told how 
iiie demi-god Bama was forced to flee from Htm 
demons who had usurped his throne, and how hit 
beantifid and faithful Seita wandered over the 
whole earth in search oi her consort ; and, being 
at length overcome with grief and fatigue, she sat 
down in the pathless wilderness and wept; and 
how there arose from the spot, where her tearv 
sank wann into the earth, a fountain of boiling 
water of exquisite clearness and wondrous virtues; 
and how maidens, who make a pilgrimage to thii 
lacred well and dip their veils into its wave with 
pure devotion, insure themselves the utmost felio- 
ity in marriage ; thus the story ran. Anui, who 
appeared at first abstracted and inattentive, began 
to be affected by the misfortunes and the love oC 
the beautiful Seita; and at the mention of the 
finmtain and its virtues, she lifted her eyes with an 
expression of eager interest, and met those of 
Govinda fixed upon her. She uttered a faint cry, 
and threw herself into the arms of GautamL Ha 
hastened to deliver the commands of his precep* 
lor, and then Amr4, recovering her self-possession^ 
threw her veil round her, arose and foUowed him 
fo her Other's presence. 

Ab they drew near together, the old man looked 
tan one *m the other. Perhaps his heart, thoa$[^ 
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dead to all human passions, felt at that moment a 
touch of pity for the youthful, lovely, and loving 
pair who stood before him ; but his look was calm, 
cold and serene, as usuaL 

** Draw near, my son," he said ; " and thou, mj 
beloved daughter, approach, and listen to the will 
of your father. The time is come, when we must 
make ready all things for the arrival of the wiae 
and honored Adhar. My daughter, lei those 
pious ceremonies, with which virtuous women pre- 
pare themselves ere they enter the dwelling of 
their husband, be duly performed; and do thou, 
Govinda, son of my choice, set my household in 
order, that all may be in readiness to receive with 
honor the bridegroom, who comes to claim his be- 
trothed. To-morrow we will sacrifice to Ganesa, 
who is the guardian of travellers ; this night must be 
given to penance and holy meditation. Amrit, re- 
tire ; and thou, Govinda, take up that fagot of Tulsi- 
wood, with the rice and the flowers for the evening 
oblation, and follow me to the temple.** So saying, 
the old man turned away hastily ; and without look- 
ing back, pursued his path through the sacred grove. 

Alas for those he had left behind 1 Govinda 
renudned silent and motionless. Amrk would 
have obeyed her father, but her limbs refused 
their office. She trembled — she was sinking ; she 
timidly looked up to Govinda as if for support 
his arms were extended to receive her; she fell 
npon his neck, and wept unrestrained tears. He 
held her to his bosom as though he would havf 
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iblded hor Into his inmost heart, and hiddei her 
there for ever. He munzkureid passionate ^ords 
of transport and fondness in her ear. He drew 
aside her veil from her pale brow, and ventured to 
print a kiss upon her closed eyelids. ^^ To-night," 
he whispered, ** in the grove of mangoes bj the 
river's bankl" She answered only by a mute 
caress ; and then supporting her steps to her own 
apartments, he resigned her to the arms of her 
attendants, and hastened after his preceptor. He 
forgot, however, the materials for the evening sac- 
rifice, and in consequence not only had to suffer 
a severe rebuke from the old priest, but the inflic- 
tion of a penance extraordinary, which detained 
him in the pres^ce of his preceptor till the night 
was far advanced. At length, however, Sarma 
retired to holy meditation and mental abstraction, 
and Govinda was dismissed. 

He had hitherto maintained, with habitual and 
determined self-command, that calm, subdued ex- 
terior, which bticumes a pupil in the presence of 
his religious teacher; but no sooner had he crossed 
the threshold, and found himself alone breathing 
the free night-air of heaven, than the smothered 
passions burst forth. He paused for one instant, 
to anathematize in hb soul the Sastras and their 
contents, the gods and their temples, the priests 
and the sacrifices ; the futile ceremonies and profit- 
less suffering to which his life was abandoned, and 
the cruel policy to which he had been made an 
anwilling victim. Then he thought of Amr^ and 
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all tilings connected with her changed thor a^ 
pect. 

In another moment he was beneath tbs shadon 
of the mangoes on the river^s brink. He lookeo 
round, Amrk was not there; he listened, there 
was no sound. The grass bore maiks of having 
been recently pressed, and still its perfume floated 
on the air. A few flowers were scattered round, 
fresh gathered, and glittering with dew. Govinda 
wrung his hands in despair, and flung himself 
upon the bank, where a month before they had 
sat together. On the yery spot where Amrk had 
reclined, he perceived a lotos4eaf and a palllsa 
flower laid together. Upon the lotos-leaf he could 
perceive written, with a thorn or some sharp point, 
the word Amra ; and the crimson pallua-buds 
were sacred to the dead. It was suflicient; be 
thrust the leaf and the flowers into his bosom ; and 
*^ swifb as the sparkle of a glancing star," he flew 
along the path which led to the garden sepulchre. 

The mother of AmH^ had died in giving birth to 
her only child. She was young, beautiful, and 
virtuous ; and had lived happily with her husband 
notwithstanding the dii^arity of age. The prid« 
and stoicism o£ his caste would not allow him to 
betray any vidence of grief, or show his aflection 
for the dea<l, otherwise than by raising to her mem* 
ory a beautiful tomb. It consisted of four light 
pillars, richly and grotesquely carved, supporting 
a pointed cupola, beneath which was an altar for 
oblations; the whole was overlaid with bxilUanl 
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white Btacco, and glittered through the gloom. A 
flight of steps led up to this edifice ; upon the 
highest step, and at the foot of the altar, Amril 
was seated alone and weeping. 

Love — O love 1 what have I to do with thee ? 
How sinks the heart, how trembles the hand as it 
Approaches the forbidden theme I Of all the gifts 
the gods have sent upon the earth thou most pre- 
cious — yet ever most fatal I As serpents dwell 
among the odorous boughs of the sandal-tree, and 
alligators in the thrice sacred waters of the Gan- 
ges, so all that is sweetest, holiest, dearest upon 
earthy is mixed up with sin, and pain, and miseiy, 
and evil I Thus hath it been ordained from the 
beginning ; and the love that hath never mourned, 
18 not love. 

How sweet, jet how terrible, were the moments 
that succeeded 1 While Govinda, with fervid elo- 
quence, poured out his whole soul at her feet, 
Amrk alternately melted with tenderness, oi 
■kuiink with sensitive alarm. When he darkly 
intimated the irresistible power he possessed to 
overcome all obstacles to their union — when he 
spoke with certainty of the time when she should 
be his, spite of the world and men — when he de- 
scribed the glorious height to which his love would 
^evate her — ^the delights and the treasures he 
would lavish around her, she, indeed, understood 
not his words; yet, with all a woman's trusting 
fiuth in him she loves, she hung upon his accents — 
\istened and believed. The high and passionate 
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energy, with which his Bpirit, so long pent up and 
crushed within him, now revealed itself; the con- 
Asiousness of his own power, the knowledge that 
he was beloved, lent such a new and strange ex- 
pression to his whole aspect, and touched his fine 
form and features with such a proud and sparkling 
beauty, that Amr^ looked up at him with a mix- 
ture of astonishment, admiration, and deep love^ 
not wholly unmingled with fear ; almost believing, 
that she gazed upon some more than mortal lover, 
upon one of those bright genii, who inhabit the 
lower heaven, and have been known in the old 
time to leaye their celestial haunts for love of the 
earth-bom daughters of beauty. 

Amril did not speak, but Grovinda felt his power. 
He saw his advantage, and, with the instinctiye 
subtlety of his sex, he pursued it He sighed, he 
wept, he implored, he upbraided. Amrit, overpower- 
ed by his emotion and her own, had turned away 
her head, and embraced one of the pillars of her 
mother^s tomb, as if for protection. In accents of 
the most plaintive tenderness she entreated him 
to leave her — to spare her — and even while she 
spoke, her arm relaxed its hold, and she was yield- 
ing to the gentle force with which he endeavomd 
to draw her away ; when at this moment, so danger- 
ous to both, a startling sound was heard — a rustling 
among the bushes, and then a soft, low whistle. 
Govinda started up at that well-known signal, and 
law the head of the mute appearing just above the 
ftltar. His turban being green, was undbtingoisb 



THE FALSE ONE. 171 

ible against the leafy backgroand ; and his smaD 
black eyes glanced and glittered like those of a 
make. Govinda would willingly have annihilated 
him at that moment He made a gesture of angry 
impatience, and motioned him to retire ; but Sahib 
stood still, shook his hand ^th a threatening ex- 
pression, and made signs, that he must instantly 
follow him. 

Amrk, meantime, who had neither seen nor heard 
any thing, began to suspect, that Goyinda was com- 
muning with some invisible spirit; she clung to 
bim in terror, and endeavored to recall his atten- 
tion to herself by the most tender and soothing 
words and care8Be& After some time he succeeded 
in calming her fears ; and with a thousand promises 
of quick return, he at length tore himself away, 
and followed through the thicket the form of Sahib, 
who glided like a shadow before hinL 

When they reached the accustomed spot, the 
mute leapt into the canoe, which he had made &8t 
to the root of a mango-tree, and motioning Govinda 
to follow him, he pushed from the shore, and rowed 
rapidly till they reached a tall, bare rock near the 
centre of the stream, beneath the dark shadow of 
which Sahib moored his little boat, out of the pos- 
sible reach of human eye or ear. 

An had passed so quickly, that Grovinda felt like 
one in a dream ; but now, awakening to a sense of 
his situation, he held out his hand for the expected 
^er from his brother, trembling to learn its im- 
oort, upon which he felt that more ^han his life 
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depended. Sahib, meanwliile, did not appear ia 
haste to obey. At length, after a pause of breatb* 
less suspense, Govinda heard a low and well-re* 
membered voice repeat an almoat-forgotten name: 
" Faizi I ** It said. 

'< O Prophet of God! my Irother I" and he waa 
clasped in the arms of Abul FaziL 

After the first transports of recognition had sab- 
nded, Faizi (it is time to use his real name) sank 
from his brother's arms to his feet ; he clasped hia 
knees. "My brother!" he exclaimed, ** what ia 
now to be my fate ? You have not lightly assumed 
this disguise, and braved the danger of discovery I 
You know all, and have come to save me — ^to ble« 
•ne? Is it not so?" 

Abul Fazil could not see his brother^s uplifted 
countenance, flushed with the hectic of feverish 
impatience, or his imploring eyes, that floated id 
tears ; but his tones were sufficiently expressive* 

** Poor boy I " he said, compassionately, ** I should 
have foreseen this. But calm these transports^ my 
brother ! nothing is denied to the sultan's power, 
and nothing will he deny thee." 

«« He knows all, then ? " 

*^A11 — ^and by his command am I come* I had 
feared, that my brother had sold his vowed obe- 
dience for the smile of a dark-eyed gal — ^what shall 
( say ? — ^I feared for his safety ! " 

" O my brother ! there is no cause ! " 

^ I know it — enough ! — I have seen and heard!* 

Faizi covered his face with Us hands. 
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"If flMBultan *• 

" Have no doubts," said Abol Fazil ; ^ notiimg 
» denied to the sultan's power, nothing will be d^ 
oied to thee." 
«And the Braham Adhar? " 
^ It has been looked to^heirill not trouble thee."* 
" Dead? O merciful Allah I crime upon crime ! ** 
" His life is cared for," said Abul Fazil, calmly: 
*< ask no more." 
" It IS sufficient O my brother ! O Amrk ! "— 
^ She b thine ! — ^Now hear the will of Akbar •" 
Fuzi bowed his head with submission. ** Speak! ** 
be said ; " the slare of Akbar listens." 

^In three months from this time" continued 
Abul Fazil, " and on this appointed night, it will 
be dark, and the pagodas deserted. Then, and 
not till then, will Sahib be found at the accustomed 
0pot. He will bring in the skiff a dress, which is 
the sultan's gift, and will be a sufficient disguise. 
On the left bank of the stream there shall be sta- 
tioned an ample guard, with a close litter and a 
swift Arabian. Thou shalt mount the one, and in 
the other shall be placed this fair girl. Then fly ; 
haying first flung her veil upon the river to beguile 
pursuit ; the rest I leave to thine own quick wit 
But let all be done with secrecy and subtlety ; fof 
the sultan, though he .an refuse thee nothing, 
would not willingly commit an open wrong against 
a people he has lately conciliated ; and the violation 
sf a Brahminee woman were enough to raise a 
mtrrinco." 
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'* It sliall not need," exclaimed the ^roath, clasp* 
{ng his hands : *' she loves me ! She shall live for 
me— only for me — while others weep her dead ! " 

*< It is well ; now return we in silence, the night 
wears fast away." He tod^ one of the oars, Faizi 
seized the other, and with some difficulty they 
rowed up the stream, keeping close under the 
overshadowing banks. EEaving reached the litde 
promontory, they parted with a strict and mute 
embrace. 

Faizi looked for a moment after his brother, then 
sprung forward to the spot where he had left 
AmrA ; but she was no longer there ; apparently 
she had been recalled by her nurse to her own 
apartments, and did not again make her appeal^ 
ance. 

Three months more completed the ^re yean 
which had been allotted for Govinda's Brahnunical 
studies ; they passed but too rapidly away. During 
this time the Brahman Adhar did not arrive, nor 
was his name again uttered ; and Amr&, restored 
to health, was more dian ever tender and beautiful, 
and more than ever beloved. 

The old Brahman, who had hitherto maintained 
towards his pupil and adopted son a cold and dis- 
tant demeanour, now relaxed from his accustomed 
austerity, and when he addressed him it was in a 
tone of mildness, and even tenderness. Alas for 
Govinda! every proof of this newly-awakened 
affection pierced his heart with unavailing remorse 
He had lived long enough among the Brahraans, 
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to anticipate with terror the effects of his treachery, 
when once discovered; but he repelled such ob- 
tnisiye images, and resolutely shut his eyes against 
a future, which he could neither control nor avert. 
He tried to persuade himself, that it was now too 
late ; that the stoical indifference to all earthly evil, 
pasfflon, and suffering, which the Pundit Sarma 
taught and practised, would sufficiently arm him 
against the double blow preparing for him. Yet, 
as the hour approached, the fever of suspense con- 
sumed his heart Contrary passions distracted and 
bewildered him ; his ideas of right and wrong b^ 
came fearfully perplexed. He would have given 
the treasures of Istakar to arrest the swifl progress 
of time. He felt like one entangled in the wheels 
of some vast machine, and giddily and irresistibly 
whirled along he knew not how nor whither. 

At length the day arrived ; the morning broke 
forth in all that splendour with which she descends 
upon ^ the Indian steep." Govinda prepared for 
the early sacrifice, the last he was to perform. In 
spite of the heaviness and confusion which reigned 
in his own mind, he could perceive that something 
unusual occupied the thoughts of his preceptor; 
some emotion of a pleasurable kind had smoothed 
the old man's brow. His voice was softened ; and 
though his lips were compressed, almost a smile 
jghted up his eyes, when he turned them on Go* 
vinda. llie sacrifice was one of unusual pomp and 
solemnity, in honor of the goddess Parvati, and 
lasted till the sun's decline. When they retamai 
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to the dwelling of Sarma he dismissed his pnpilt 
from their learned exerciseS) desiring them to make 
that day a day of rest and recreation, as if it were 
the festiyal of Sri, the goddess of learning, when 
books, pens, and paper, being honored as her em- 
blems, remain untouched, and her rotaries enjoy a 
sabbath. When they were departed, the old Brah« 
man commanded Govinda to seat himself on the 
ground opposite to him. This being the first time 
he had ever sat in the presence of his preceptOTi 
the young man hesitated ; but Sarma nootioned him 
to obey, and accordingly he sat down at a respect- 
ful distance, keeping his eyes reverently cast upon 
the ground. The old man then spoke these wordsii 

**It is now five years since the son c^ ItGtra 
entered my dwelling. He was then but a child, 
helpless orphaned, ignorant of all true knowledge * 
expelled from the ^th of his fathers and the privi* 
leges of his high caste. I took him to my hear^ 
with joy, I fed him, I clothed him, I opened his 
mind to truth, I poured into his soul the light of 
knowledge ; he became to me a son. If in any 
thing I have omitted the duty of a father towards 
him, if ever I refused to him the wish of his heart 
or the desire of his eyes, let him now speak 1 " 

** O my father r— 

*'No more," said the Brahman, gently, '*I am 
answered in that one word ; but all that I have yet 
done seems as nothing in mine eyes ; for the love ] 
bear my son is wide as the wide earth, and my 
Wranty shall be as the boundless firmament Ejiow 
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Uiat I have read thy soul I Start not ! I haye re* 
ceived letters from the sooth country. Amrk is 
no longer the wife of Adhar ; for Adhar has vowed 
himself to a life of penance and celibacy in the 
temple of Indore, by order of an offended prince ; 
— ^may he find peace I The writings of divorce are 
drawn up, and my daughter being already past the 
age when a prudent father hastens to marry his 
child, in order that the souls of the dead may be 
duly honored by their posterity, I have sought for 
her a husband, such as a parent might desire; 
learned in the sciences, graced with every virtue ; 
of unblemished life, of unmixed caste, and rich in 
the goods of this world." 

The Brahman stopped short Faizi, breathing 
with difficulty, felt his blood pause at his heart 

*^My sonl" continued the old man, "I have 
not coveted possessions or riches, but the gods have 
blessed me with prosperity; be they praised for 
their gifts 1 Look around upon this fair dwelling, 
upon those fertile lands, which spread far and wide, 
a goodly prospect; and the herds that feed on 
them, and the bondsmen who cultivate them; with 
iOver and gold, and garments, and rich stores 
heaped up, more than I^can count — all these do I 
give thee freely; possess theml and with them I 
give thee a greater gifl, and one that I well believe 
b richer and dearer in thine eyes — ^my daughter, 
my last and best treasure I Thus do I resign all 
worldly cares, devoting myself henceforth solely to 
pious dudes and religious meditation ; for the few 

12 
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days he fiaa to live, let the M man repose upon thy 
loTe I A little water, a litde rice, a roof to shelter 
him, these thou shalt bestow-— he asks no more.'* 

The Brahman's voice faltered. He rose, and 
GoTinda stood up, trembling in ewery nerve. The 
old priest then laid his hand solemnly upon his 
bowed head and blessed him. ^My sonl to me 
hi better than many sons, be thou blest as thou 
hast blessed me I The just gods requite thee with 
iuU measure all thou hast done 1 May the wife T 
bestow on thee bring to thy bosom all the felicity 
thou broughtest to me and mine, and thy last hours 
be calm and bright, as those thy love has prepared 
for me 1 " 

^ Ah, curse me not!" exclaimed Govinda, with 
a cry of horror ; for in the anguish of that moment 
he felt as if the Utter malediction, thus unconscious- 
ly pronounced, was already fulfilling. He flung 
himself upon the earth in an agony of setf-humiliar 
tion ; he crawled to the ^t of his preceptor, he 
kissed them, he clasped his knees. In broken 
words he revealed himself, and confessed the 
treacherous artifice of which he was at once the in* 
strument and the victim. The Brahman stood m^ 
tionless, scarcely comprehending the words spoken. 
At length he seemed to awaken to the sense of 
what he heard, and trembled from head to foot wiUi 
an exceeding horror ; but he uttered no word of 
reproach ; and after a pause, he suddenly drew the 
sacrificial poniard from his girdle, and would have 
plunged it into his owr bosom, if Fai» h«id not 
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amstsd Iiis ftim, and without difficulty matclied 
Hie weapon from his shaking and powerless grasp. 

*< If yet there be mercy for me," he exclaimed, 
** add not to my crimes this worst of all — make me 
not a sacrilegioos murderer 1 Here," he added* 
kneeling, and opening his bosom, '* strike I satiaQr 
at once a just vengeance, and end all fears in the 
Uood of an abhorred betrayer I Strike, ere it be 
ioolatel" 

The old man twice raised his hand, but it was 
inthout strength. He dropped the knife, and fold* 
mg his arms, and sinking his head upon his bosom, 
he remained ftlent. 

*^0 yet!" exclaimed Faizi, lifting with rever* 
ence the hem of his robe and pressing it to his 
fips, '* if there remain a hope for me, tell me by 
what penance— terrible, prolonged, and unheard-of 
—I may expiate this sin ; and hear me swear, that, 
henceforth, neither temptation, nor torture, nor 
death itself, shall force me to reveal the secrets 
of the Brahmin faith, nor divulge the holy charac- 
ters in which they are written; and if I break 
this TOW, may I perish from off the earth like a 
dog!" 

The Brahman dasped his hands, and turned his 
eyes for a moment on the imploring countenance 
of the youth, but averted them instantly with a 
shudder. 

^ What have I to do with thee," he said, al 

tfngth, '*thon serpent! WeU is it written^ 

Though the upas-tree were watered with nectai 
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from heaven instead of dew, jei would it beat 
poison/ Yet swear — " 

"I do— I wiU— " 

« Never to behold my face agsdn, nor utter with 
those guileful and polluted lips the name of my 
daughter.** 

" My father ! " 

^ Father 1 " repeated the old man, with a flash 
of indignation, but it was instantly subdued. 
** Swear 1 " he repeated, '* if vows can bind a 
thing so vilel" 

" My father, I embrace thy knees I Not heaven 
itself can annul the past, and Amrit is mine be- 
yond the power of fate or vengeance to disunite v§ 
— ^but by death ! " 

^^Hahl" said the Brahman, stepping back, ^it 
is then as I feared! and this is well tool" — ^hc 
muttered ; ** Heaven required a victim 1 " 

He moved slowly to the door, and called hif 
daughter with a loud voice: Amrk heard and 
trembled in the recesses of her apartments. The 
voice was her father's, but the tones of that voice 
made her soul sicken with fear; and, drawing her 
drapery round to conceal that alteration in her 
lovely form which was but too apparent, she cane 
forth with faltering steps. 

^* Approach 1 " said the Brahman, fixing his eyes 
upon her, while those of Fsuzi, after the first eager 
glance, remained riveted to the earth. She drew 
near with afiright, and gazed wildly from one to tbt 
vther. 
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** Ay 1 look well upon him 1 whom dost thou be- 
kold?" 

** My &ther ! — Ah I spare me 1 " 

'* Is he youp husband? ** 

" GoYinda I alas ! — speak for us I " — 

^ Fool I " — ^he grasped her supplicating hands,— 
« say but the word — ^are you a wife ? " 

*' I am ! I am I A», before the face of Heaven ! " 

** No I " — ^he dropped her hands, and spoke in • 
rapid and broken voice : *< No I Heaven disclaims 
the monstrous mixture I hell itself rejects it I Had 
he been the meanest among the sons of Brahma, I 
had borne it: but an Infidel, a base-bom Moslem, 
has contaminated the stream of my life I Accursed 
was the hour when he came beneath my roof, like 
* treacherous fox and a ravening wolf, to betray 
•nd to destroy 1 Accursed was the hour, which 
mingled the blood of Narayna with that pf the son 
of a slave-girl ! Shall I live to look upon a race of 
outcasts, abhorred on earth and excommunicate 
from heaven, and say, * These are the offspring of 
Sarma?' Difiserable girl! thou wert preordained 
a sacrifice! Die! and thine infamy perish with 
thee !" Even while he spoke he snatched up the 
poniard which lay at his feet, but this he needed 
not — the blow was already struck home, and to her 
very heart Before the vengeful steel could reach 
tter, she fell, without a cry — ^a groan — seufeless^ 
and, as it seemed, lifeless, upon the earth. 

Faizi, almost with a shriek, sprang forward; 
»at the old man interposed; and, with the strong 
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grasp of arjpemfttaral f trength — the strength of 
despair — ^held hiin back. Meantime the womeay 
alanned by his cries, rushed wildly in, and bore 
away in their arms the insensible form of Aourk 
Faizi strove to follow; bat, at a sign from the 
Brahman, the door was quickly closed and fasten- 
ed within, so that it resisted all his efforts to force 
it. He turned ahnost fiercely — "She will yet 
live 1 " he passionately exclaimed ; and the Brah- 
man replied, cahnly and disdainfully, " If she be 
the daughter of Sarma, she will die 1 " Then rend- 
ing his garments, and tearing off his turiban, he sat 
down upon the sacrificial hearth; and taking up 
dust and ashes, scattered them on his bare head 
and flowing beard ; he then remained motionlessi 
with his chin upon his bosom, and his arms crossed 
upon his knees. In vain did Faizi kneel before 
him, and .weep, and supplicate fbr one word, one 
look ; he was apparently lost to all consciousness^ 
rigid, torpid ; and, but that he breathed, and that 
tliere was at times a convulsiTe movement in his 
eyelids, it might have been thought, that life itself 
was suspended, or had altogether ceased. 

Thus did this long and most miserable day wear 
away, and night came on. Fuxi-— who had spent 
the hours in walking to and firo like a troubled 
demon, now listening at the door of the zenana, 
from which no sound proceeded, now endeavoring 
in vain to win, by the most earnest entreaties, some 
sign of life or recognition fVom the old man-— could 
no longer endure the horror of his own sensationa 
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Bs> Stepped into the open ur, and leaned his beaJ 
against the porch. The breeze, which blew freshly 
against his parched lips and throbbing temples, 
reyiyed his faculties. After a few moments he 
thought he could distinguish Toices, and the tramp« 
ling of men and horses, borne on the night air. 
He raised his hands in ecstasy. Again he bent his 
ear to listen ; he heard the splash of an oar. 
^ They come 1 " he exclaimed, almost aloud, *' one 
more plunge, and it is done 1 This hapless and 
distracted old man I will save from his own and 
other^s fury, and still be to him a son, in his own 
despite. And, Amrii 1 my own ! my beautiful I my 
belored I oh, how richly shall the future atone for 
these hours of anpiish ! In these arms the cruel 
piide and prejudices of thy race shall be forgot* 
ten. At thy feet I will pour the treasures of the 
world, and lift thee to joys beyond the brightest 
visions of youthful &ncyl But — O merciful 
Allahl"— 

At the same moment a long, loud, and piercing 
shriek was heard from the women's apartments, 
followed by lamentable waitings. He made but 
one bound to the door. It resisted, but his despair 
was strong. He rushed against it with a force, 
that burst it from its hinges, and precipitated him 
into the midst of the chamber. It was empty and 
dark ; so was the next, and the next At last he 
reached the inner and most sacred apartment He 
Oeheld the lifeless form of Amik extended on the 
fproond. Over her fiice was thrown an Ambroiderod 
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Teil; ber head rested on the lap of her nurse, 
whose features appeared rigid with horror. The 
rest of the women, who were weeping and wailing, 
covered their heads, and fled at his approach. 
Faizi called upon the name of her he loved ; he 
snatched the veil from that once lovely face— that 
face which had never been revealed to him but in 
tender and soul-beaming beauty. He looked, and 
fell senseless on the floor. 

The unhappy Amrk, in recovering from her long 
swoon, had fallen into a stupor, which her attend- 
ants mistook for slumber, and left her for a short 
interval. She awoke, wretched girl I alone, she 
awoke to the sudden and maddening sense of hei 
lost state, to all the pangs of outraged love, violated 
faith, shame, anguish, and despair. In a paroxysm 
of delirium, when n(Hie were near to soothe or to 
save, she had made her own luxuriant and beauti- 
fid tresses the instrument of her destruction, and 
choked herself by swallowing her hair. 

When the emissaries of the sultan entered this 
bouse of desolation, they found Faizi still insen- 
sible at the side of her he had so loved. He 
was borne away before recollection returned, 
placed in the litter which had been prepared for 
AmrA, and carried to Ferrukabad, where the sul- 
tan was then hunting with his whole court What 
became of the old Brahman is not known. H« 
passed away like a shadow from the earth, ^* and 
his place knew him not." Whether he sought a 
rduntar}' death, or wore away his remaining yean 
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HI 8e3Tet penance, can only be conjectured, for all 
Bearuh was vain. ^ 

Eastern records tell, that Faizi kept his promise 
sacred, and never revealed the mysteries intrusted 
to him. Tet he retained the favor of Akbar, by 
whose command he translated from the Sanscrit 
tongue several poetical and historical works into 
the choicest Persian. He became himself an illus- 
trious poet ; and, like other poets of greater fame, 
created '* an immortality of his tears." He ac« 
quired the title of Sketchy or " the learned," and 
rose to the highest civil offices of the empire. All 
outward renown, prosperity, and fame, were his ; 
but there was, at least, retributive justice in his 
early and tragical death. 

Towards the conclusion of Akbar's reign, Abnl 
Fazil was sent upon a secret mission into the 
Deccan, and Faizi accconpanied him. The favor 
which these celebrated brothers enjoyed at court, 
their influence over the mind of the sultan, and 
their entire union, had long excited the jealousy of 
Prince Selim,* the eldest son of Akba* and he 
had vowed their destruction. On their return 
frpm the south, with a small escort, they were At- 
tacked by a numerous band of assassins, disguised 
as robbers, and both perished. Faizi was found 
lying upon the body of Abul Fazil, whom he had 
bravely defended to the last The death of these 
Qlustrious brothers was lamented, not only within 
<he bounds of the empire, but through all the 
* Afterwards the Emperor Jehsngire. 
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dngdoms of the East, whither their fimie had ex* 
tended ; and by the sultan's command they were 
mterred together, and with extraordinary pomp. 
One incident only remains to be added. When the 
bodies were stripped for burial, there was found \ 

within the inner vest of the Sheich Faizi, and 
close to his heart, a withered Lotus leaf inscribed 
with certain characters. So great was the fame of 
the dead for wisdom, learning, and devotion, that 
it was supposed to be a talisman endued with ex- 
traordinary virtues, and immediately transmitted 
to the sultan. Akbar considered the relic with 
surprise. It was nothing but a simple Lotos leaf^ 
fiided, shrivelled, and stained with blood ; but on 
examining it more closely, he could trace, in ill* 
formed and scarcely legible Indian letters, the word 
AmrJL. 

And when Akbar looked upon this tender me* 
morial of a hapless love, and undying sonow, hif 
gfeal heart melted within him, and he wept 
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HALLORAN THE PEDDLER* 

^ It grieves me," said an eminent poet once to 
me, ** it grieves and hmnbles me to reflect how much 
cmr moral nature is in the power of circumstances* 
Our best faculties would remain unknown even to 
ourselves did not the influences of external excite- 
ment call them forth like animalculie, which lie 
torpid till awakened into life b^ the transient sun- 
beam.** 

This is generally true. How many walk through 
the beaten paths of everf-day life, who but for the 
novelist's page would never weep or wonder ; and 
who would know nothing of the pasdons but ai 
they are represented in some tragedy or stage 
piece ? not that they are incapable of high resolve 
and energy ; but because the finer qualities have 
never been called forth by imperious circum- 
stances; for while the wheels of existence roll 
smoothly along, the soul will continue to slumber 
in her vehicle like a lazy traveller. But for the 
French revolution, how many hundreds — thousands 
—whose courage, fortitude, and devotedness have 

• Thli little tato hm written lo ]f«r«h, 1826, and in the handi 
«f the pnbliBheiff long before the sppearanoe of Bainim's novel 
of ** The Nowlans," which contains a similar incident, probaUf 
(bunded on the same Ikct. 
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lanctified their names, would have frittered away a 
frivolous, useless, or vicious life in the saloons of 
Paris I We have heard of death in its most revolt- 
ing forms braved by delicate females, who would 
have screamed at the sight of the most insignificant 
reptile or insect; and men cheerfully toiling at 
mechanic trades for bread, who had lounged away 
the best years of their lives at the toilettes of their 
mistresses. We know not of what we are capable 
till the trial comes; — ^till it comes, perhaps, in a 
form which makes the strong man quail, and tarns 
(he gentler woman into a heroine. 

The power of outward circumstances suddenly 
to awaken dormant faculties — ^the extraordinary 
influence which the mere instinct of self-preserva> 
tion can exert over the mind, and the triumph of 
mind thus excited over physical weakness, were 
never more truly exemplified than in the story of 
Halloran the Peddler. 

The real circumstances of this singular case, 
differing essentially from the garbled and incorrect 
account which appeared in the newspapers some 
years ago, came to my knowledge in the following 
simple manner. My cousin George C . . . , an 
Irish barrister of some standing, lately succeeded 
to his family estates by the death of a near relative ; 
and no sooner did he find himself in possesion of 
independence than, abjuring the bar, where, after 
twenty years of hard struggling, he was just begin 
ning to make a figure, he set off on a tour through 
Italy and Greece, to forget the wrangling y£ courtSi 
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the contumely oL' attorneys, and the impatience of 
clients. He left in my hands a mass of papers, to 
bum or not, as I might feel inclined; and truly the 
contents of his desk were no bad illustration of the 
character and pursuits of its owner. Here I found 
abstracts of cases, and on their backs copies of 
verses, sketches of scenery, and niunerous carica* 
tui^ of judges, jurymen, witnesses, and his bretk 
ren of the bar — ^a bundle of old briefs, and the 
be^nnings of two tragedies; with a long list of 

Lord N ^'s best jokes to serve his purposes ai 

occanon might best offer. Among these heteroge- 
neous and confused articles were a number of 
scraps carefully pinned together, containing notes 
on a certain trial, the first in which he had been 
retained as counsel for the crown. The intense 
interest with which I perused these documents, 
suggested the plan of throwing the whole into a 
connected form, and here it is for the readers 
benefit 

In a little village to the south of Clonmell Uvea 
a poor peasant named Michael, or as it was there 
pronounced Mickle Beilly. He was a labourer 
renting a cabin and a plot of potato-ground ; and, 
on the strength of these possessions, a robust frame 
which feared no fatigue, and a sanguine mind 
which dreaded no reverse, ReiUy paid his addresses 
to Cathleen Bray, a young ^rl of his own pansh, 
and they were married. Beilly was able, skilful, 
an 1 mdustrious ; Cathleen was the best spinner in 
the county, and had constant sale for her work at 



190 TJXES. 

Clonmdl ; the^ wanted nodiing ; and for die fini 
year, as Cathleen said, ^* There wasn't upon the 
blessed earth two happier souls than themselves, for 
Mick was the best boy in the world, and hadn't a 
fault to spake of— barring he took a drop now and 
then ; an' why wouldn't he ? " But as it happened, 
poor Reilly's love of ^ the drop " was the beginning 
of all their misfortunes. In an evil hour he went 
to the Fair of Glonmell to sell a dozen hanks of 
yam of his wife's spinning, and a fat pig, the pro* 
duce of which was to pay half a year's rent, and 
add to their little comforts. Here he met with a 
jovial companion, who tpok him into a booth, and 
treated him to sundry potations of whiskey; and 
while in his company his pocket was picked of the 
money he had just received, and something more; 
in short, of all he possessed in the world. At that 
luckless moment, while maddened by his loss and 
heated with liquor, he fell into the company of a 
recruiting sergeant The many-colored and gaylj 
fluttering cockade in the soldier's cap shone like a 
rainbow of hope and promise before the drunken 
eyes of Mickle BeiUy, and ere morning he was en- 
fisted into a regiment under orders for embarki^ 
tion, and instantly sent off to Cork. 

Distracted by the ruin he had brought upon him- 
self, and his wife, (Whom he loved a thousand times 
better than himself^) poor Beilly sent a fHend to 
inform Cathleen of his mischance, and to assure 
her that on a certain day, in a week from thai 
ttme, a letter would await her at the CloTimell poi^ 
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office: the same friend was cammissioned to deliver 
her his silver watcb, and a gainea oat of his boun- 
fy-monev. Poor Cathleen tamed from the gold 
with horror, as the price of her husband's blood, 
and vowed that nothing on earth should indace her 
to tonch it She was not a good calculator of time 
and distance, and therefore rather surprised that sq 
long a time must elapse before his letter arrived. 
On the appointed day she was too impatient to 
wait the arrival of the carrier, bat set off to Glon- 
mell herself, a distance of ten miles : there, at the 
p06tK)ffice, she duly found the promised letter ; but 
it was not till she had it in her possession that 
the remembered she could not read: she had there- 
fore to hasten back to consult her friend Nancy, 
die schoolmaster^s daughter, and the best scholar in 
the village. Beilly's letter, on being deciphered 
with some difficulty even by the learned Nancy, 
was found to contain much of sorrow, much of re- 
pentance, and yet more of affection ; he assured 
her that he was far better off than he had expected 
or deserved; that the embarkation of the regiment 
to which he belonged was delayed for three weeks, 
and entreated her, if she could forgive him, to fol- 
low him to Cork without delay, that they might 
^ part in love and kindness, and then come what 
might ^e would demane himself like a man, and 
die asy," which he assured her he could not do 
without embracing her once more. 

Cathleen listened to her husband's letter with 
alasped hands and drawn breath, but quiet in hu 
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nature, she gave no other signs of emotion than a 
few large tears which trickled slowly down her 
cheeks. ^' And will I see him again ? " she ex- 
claimed; ^^poor fellow 1 poor boyl I knew the 
heart of him was sore for me 1 and who knows, 
Nancy dear, but they'll let me go out with him 
to the foreign parts ? Oh I sure they wouldn't be 
80 hard-hearted as to part man and wife that 
way 1 *• 

After a hurried consultation with her neigh- 
bours, who sympathized with her as only the poor 
sympathize with the poor, a letter was indited by 
Nancy and sent by the carrier that night, to inform 
her husband that she purposed setting ofi* for Coric 
the next blessed morning, being Tuesday, and ai 
the distance was about forty-eight miles English, 
she reckoned on reaching that city by Wednesday 
afternoon ; for as she had walked to Clonmell and 
back (about twenty miles) that same day, without 
feeling fatigued at all, ^^ to tignify^^ Cathleen 
thought there would be no doubt that she could 
walk to Cork in less than two days. In this san- 
guine calculation she was, however, overruled by 
her more experienced neighbours, and by their 
advice appointed Thursday as the day on which 
her husband was to expect her, ^^ God willing." 

Cathleen spent the rest of the day in making 
preparations for her journey ; she set her cabin in 
order, and made a small bundle of a few articles of 
clothing belonging to herself and her husband. 
The watch and the guinea she wrapped up to- 
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g&ther, and crammed into the toe of an old shoe, 
which she deposited in the said bundle, and the 
next morning, at ^* sparrow chirp,** she arose, locked 
her cabin door, carefully hid the key in the thatch 
and with a light expecting heart commenced her 
long journey. 

It is worthy of remark^ that this poor woman, 
who was called upon to play the hercnne in such a 
strange tragedy, and under such appalling cireum- 
■tances, had nothing heroic in her exterior : noth- 
ing that in the slightest degree indicaited strength 
of nerve or superiority of intrilect Cathleen was 
twenty-three years of age, of a low stature, and in 
her form rather delicate than robust: she was of 
ordinary appearance; her eyes were mild and 
dove-like, and her whole countenance, though not 
absolutely deficient in intelligence, was more par- 
ticularly expressive (^nm|Uici1y, good temper, and 
kindness of heart. 

It was summer, about the end of June : die days 
were long, the weather fine, and some gentle 
showers rendered travelling easy and pleasant 
Cathleen walked on stoutly towards Cork, and by 
the evening she had accomplished, with occasional 
pauses of rest, nearly twenty-one miles. She 
lodged at a little inn by the road side, and the fol« 
lowing day set forward again, but soon felt stiff 
with the travel of two previous daya : the sun be- 
came hotter, the ways dustier ; and she could not 
with all her endeavors get farther than Bathcor* 
Ifiack, eighteen miles fitHn Cork. The next day, 

18 
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uufortunatel} for poor Cathleen, prcved hotter a&d 
more fatiguing than the preceding. The cross road 
lay over a wild country, connsting of low bogs and 
bare hills. About noon she turned aside to a 
rirulet bordered by a few trees, and sitting down in 
the shade, she bathed her swollen feet in the 
fltream : then overcome by heat, weakness, and ex* 
cesfflve weariness, she put her little bundle under 
her head for a pillow, and sank into a deep sleep. 

On waking she perceived with dismay that the 
sun was declining : and on looking about, her feara 
were increased by the discovery that her bundle 
was gone. Her first thought was that the good 
people (i. e. the fairies) had been there and stolen 
it away ; but on examining farther she plainly per- 
ceived large foot-prints in the soft bank, and was 
convinced it was the work of no unearthly ma- 
rauder. Bitterly reproaching herself for her care- 
lessness, she agsdn set forward ; and still hoping to 
reach Cork that night, she toiled on and on with 
increanng difficulty and distress, till as the evening 
closed her spirits failed, she became faint, foot-sore 
and hungry, not having tasted any tiling since the 
morning but a cold potato and a draught of but- 
termilk. She then looked round her in hopes of 
discovering some habitation, but there was none in 
sight except a lofty castle on a distant hill, which 
raising its proud turrets from amidst the plan- 
tations which surrounded it, glimmered faintly 
through the gathering gloom, and held out no 
feemptation for the poor wanderer to turn in therf 



HiXLORAN THE PBDDLEB. 195 

ind rest In her despiur she sat her down on a 
bank by the road aide, and wept as she thought of 
her husband. 

Seyeral horsemen rode by, and one carriage and 
four attended by servants, who took no farther no- 
tice of her than by a passing look ; while they went 
on their way like the priest and the Levite in the 
parable, poor Cathleen dropped her head despair- 
ingly on her bosom. A faintness and torpor seemed 
to be stealing like a dai^ clood over her senses, 
when the fast approaching sound of footsteps ronsed 
her attention, and taming^ she saw at her side a 
man whose figure, too singular to be eaaly fi>i^tten, 
she recognized immediately : it was Halloran the 
Peddler. 

Halloran had been known for thirty years past 
in all the towns and Tillages between Waterford 
and Kerry. He was very old, he himself did not 
know his own age ; he only remembered that he 
was a ** tall slip of a boy * when he was one of the 

regiment of foot, and fought in America in 

1 778. His dress was strange, it consisted of a wool- 
len cap, beneath which strayed a few white ham; 
this was surmounted by an old military cocked hat, 
adorned with a few fragments of tarnished gold lace ; 
a frieze great coat with the sleeves dangling be- 
hind, was fastened at his throat, and served to pro- 
tect his box of wares which was slung at his back ; 
and he always carried a thick oak stick or kippeen 
in his hand. There was nothing of the infirmity of 
9ge in his appearance ; his cheek, though wrinkled 
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ftnd weather-beaten, was still ruddy ; his step tHaXL 
firm, his eyes still bright ; his joyial dispontion BUMld 
him a welcome gaest in every cottage, and his 
jokes, though not equal to my Lord Norbur/s, 
were repeated and applauded through the wh<^e 
country. HaUoraa was retumisg from the fiur of 
Ealkenny, where ]q>pareBily his c<Mnmernal specti- 
lations had been attended with socceas, as his pack 
was considerably diaainished in size. QRiough he 
did not appear to recollect CalMeen, he addressed 
her in Iikh, and asked h«r what she did thera: 
the related in a few words bar miserable situation. 

^ In troth, th^Bt, my heart is sorry for ye, pooi 
woman," he relied, compassicmately ;. " and whal 
wiU ye do ?" 

'' An' what can I do ? " replied Cathleea, discon 
■olately ; ^* and how will I even find the lord ano 
get across to Cork, whsat I do&'t know where I em 
tibis blessed momeub ? "' 

'* Musha, then, it's little ye'Uget there this night,' 
said the peddler, shaking his head. 

^ Then I'll lie down here and die," said Gath- 
ken, bursting into fresh tears. 

" Die 1 ye wouldn't ! " he eitclaimed, approach- 
ing nearer ; ** is it to me, Peter Halloran, ye spake 
that word ; and am I th& man that would lave a fay- 
male at this dark hour by the way-side, let alooid 
one that has the face of a friend, though I cannot 
remember me of your name either, for the soul o. 
Be. But what matter for that ? " 

«< Sore, I'm Katty Reilly, of Castle Conn." 
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*^ Katty Aeilly, surre enough f and iso nomuro talk 
of dying ; clieer np, and see, a mile ^rther on^ isn^ 
there Biddy Hogan's ? Was, I mane, if the house 
and all isn't gone ; and it's there ^ell get a bite and 
a vapy and a bed, too, please God. So lean upon 
my arm, ma vonmeen, it's strong enough yet** 

So saying, the old man, wilh an air of gallantry, 
half rustic, half military, assisted her in ri»ng ; and 
•ttpporlang her on one arm, ^ith the other he floai^ 
ifilied his kippeen over his head, and they trudged 
cm together, he singing Cruiskeen-Iawn at the top 
of his voice, * just," as he said, « to put the heart 
nto her," 

After about half an hoar's if alking, they came to 
two crossways, (^verging frcttn the highroad : down 
one of these the peddle turned, and in a few min* 
tttes they came in sight of a lonely honse, situated 
at a Htde distance from the iray-side. Abovo the 
door was a long stick projecting fhym the wall, at 
the end of which dangled a truss of straw, signify- 
ing that within there was entertainment (good or 
bad) fbr man and beast By this l^me it was nearly 
dark, and the peddler going up to the door, lifted 
the latch, expecting it to yield to his hand ; but it 
was &9tened within : he then knocked and called, 
but there was no answer. The building, which was 
many times larger than an ordinary cabin, had once 
been a manufactory, and afH:erwards a farm-housek 
One end of it was deserted, and nearly in ruins ; 
fiie other end bore signs of having been at least 
tiNsently inhabited. But such a dull hollow echo 
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rung through the edifice at eyery knock, that il 
Bcemed the whole place was now deserted. 

Cathleen began to be alarmed and crossed her- 
self, ejaculating, " O (Jod preserve us 1 " But the 
peddler, who appeared well acquainted with the 
premises, led her round to the back part of the 
house, where there were some ruined out-buildings, 
and another low entrance. Here, raising his stout 
stick, he let fall such a heavy thump on the door 
that it cracked again ; and a shrill voice from the 
other side demanded who was there ? After a sa- 
tisfactory answer, the door was slowly and cautiously 
opened, and the figure of a wrinkled, half-famished, 
and half-naked beldam appeared, shading a rush 
candle with one hand. Halloran, who was of a fiery 
and hasty temper, began angrily : " Why then, in 
the name of the great devil himself didn't you 
open to us ? " But he stopped suddenly, as if struck 
with Burpriw at the nuaerable object before him. 

'' Is it Biddy Hogan herself, I see ! " he exclsdm- 
ed, snatching the candle from her hand, and throw- 
ing the light full on her face. A moment's scrutiny 
seemed enough, and too much ! for giving it back 
hastily, he supported Cathleen into the kitchen, 
the old woman leading the way, and placed her on 
an old settle, the first seat which presented itself. 
When she was sufficiently recovered to look about 
her, Cathleen could not help feeling some alarm at 
finding herself in so gloomy and dreary a place. 
It had once been a large kitchen, or hall ; at one 
end was an ample chimney, such as are yet to be 
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Been in some old country houses. The rafters were 
black with smoke or rottenness : the walls had been 
wainscotted with oak, but the greatest part had 
been torn down for firing. A table with thi^e legs, 
a large stool, a bench in the chimney propped up 
with turf sods, and the seat Cathleen occupied, form- 
ed the only furniture. Every thing spoke utter 
misery, filth, and famine — ^the very " abomination 
of desolation." 

" And what have ye in the house, Biddy, 
honey?" was the peddler's first question, as the 
old woman set down the light. ^* Little enough, 
Tm thinking." 

" Little I Ifs nothing, then — ^no, not so much as 
a midge would eat have I in the house this blessed 
night, and nobody to send down to Balgowna." 

^^ No need of that, as our good luck would have 
it," said Halloran, and pulling a wallet irom under 
his loose coat, he drew from it a bone of cold meat, 
a piece of bacon, a lump of bread, and some cold 
potatoes. The old woman, roused by the sight of 
80 much good cheer, began to blow up the dying 
embers on the hearth ; put dovm among them the 
few potatoes to warm, and busied herself in mak- 
ing some litUe preparations to entert^n her gueste. 
Meantime the old peddler, casting from time to timt> 
an anxious glance towards Cathleen, and now and 
then an encouraging word, sat down oii the low 
«tool, resting his arms on his knees. 

" Times are sadly changed with ye, Biddy Ho- 
fany" said he at length, after a long silence. 



100 TAIiEtl. 

^ Trotii, ye may say bo/' she replied, with a sort 
of groan. " Bitter bad luck have we had in tius 
world, anyhow." 

"And Where's the man of the house? And 
Where's the lad, Bamy ? " 

•** Where are they, is it ? Where should they 
be ? may be gone down to Ahnamoe." 

" But what's come of Bamy ? The boy was a 
stout workman, and a good son, though a devil- 
may-care fellow, toa I remember teaching him 
the soldier's exercise with this rery blessed stick 
now in my hand; and by the same token, him 
doubling his fist at me when he wasn't bigger than 
the turf-kish yonder; aye, and as long as Bamy 
Hogan could turn a sod of turf on my lord's land, 
I thought his father and mother would never hav« 
wanted the bit and sup while the life was in him." 

At the mention a^ her son, the old woman 
looked up a moment, but immediately hung her 
head again. 

"Bamy doesn't work fair my lord now," said 
die. 

" And what for, then ? 

The old woman seemed reluctant to answer — 
she hesitated. 

" Te £dn*t hear, then, how he got into trouble 
with my lord ; and how — myself doesn't know the 
rights of it — ^but Bamy had always a bit of wild 
blood about him ; and nnce that day he's taken to 
oad ways and the ould man's i*uled by him quite 
entirely ; and the one's glum and fierce like— and 
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Mket^B bodM^ed ; and, oh I bitter's tLe tune I 
hare twixt '«n both ! " 

While the old woman wm uttering these broken 
emsplaints, she placed the eatables on the table; 
and Cathleen, who was ^ret more faint from ban* 
ger than sabdued by fatigae, was first helped by 
Ae goodHfiatn^ed peddler to the best of what was 
(Jxere ; bnt, just as she was about to taste the food 
set before her, she chanced to see the eyes of the 
old woman fixed upon the morsel in her hand with 
such an envious imd fiimished kx^, that, from a 
mdden impulse of beneyolent feeling, she instantly 
leld it out to her. The woman started, drew badt 
MT extended hand., and gazed at her wildly. 

'' What is it then ails ye?*8aid Cathleen, loob- 
mg at her inik wonder ; tiien to herwlf, ^ hunger^s 
tanked the wits of her, poor soul 1 Take it — ^take 
ft, mother," added she aknid ; *^ eat, good mother ; 
sure there's plenty for us all, and to spare," and 
she pressed it upon her with all the kindness of 
Ser nature. The old woman eagerly seized it 

** God reward ye,'* ssud die, grasping Cathleen^ 
land, couTulsiTely, and retiring to a comer, she 
devoured the food with almost wolfish voracity. 

Whde they were eating, the two Hogans, father 
and son, .«ame in. They had been setting snares 
for rabbits «nd game on the neighboring hills ; and 
evidentiy were bodi stariM and displeased to find 
the house occu^Med ; which, since Bamy fiogan's 
disgrace with " my lord," had been entirely 
ii»naied by the people round about *11ie old 
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man gave the peddler a sulky welcome. The Bon^ 
with a muttered curse, went and took his seat in 
the chimney, where, turning his back, he set him- 
self to chop a billet of wood. The fathei was a 
lean, stooping figure, '^ bony, and gaunt, and 
grim;" he was either deaf, or affected deafness. 
The son was a short, brawny, thickset man, with 
features not naturally ugly, but rendered worse 
than ugly, by an expression of lowering ferocity 
disgustingly blended with a sort of stupid drunken 
leer, the effect of habitual intoxication. 

Halloran stared at them awhile with viable 
astonishment and indignation, but pity and sor- 
row for a change so lamentable, smothered the 
old man's wrath ; and as the eatables were by this 
time demolished, he took from his side pocket a 
tin flask of whiskey, calling to the old woman to 
boil some water ^ screeching hot," that he might 
make what he termed ''a jug of stiff punch — 
enough to make a cat spake.** He offered to 
share it with his hosts, who did not decline drink- 
ing; and the noggin went round to all but Catb- 
leen, who, feverish with travelling, and, besides, 
disliking spirits, would not taste it The old ped- 
dler, reconciled to his old acquaintances by this 
show of good fellowship, began to grow merry 
under the influence of his whiskey punch ; he 
boasted of his late success in trade, showed with 
exultation his almost empty pack, and taking out 
the only two handkerchiefi left in it, threw one 
D Catfaleen and the other to the old woman of tlit 
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iiouse; then slapping his pocket in which a quan- 
tity of loose money was heard to jingle, he swore 
he would treat Cathleen to a good breakfast next 
morning ; and threw a shilling on the table, desir- 
ing the old woman would provide " stirabout for a 
dozen," and have it ready by the first light. 

Cathleen listened to this rhodomontade in some 
alarm ; she fancied she detected certain suspicious 
glances between the father and son, and began 
to feel an indescribable dread of her company. 
She arose from the table, uiging the peddler good- 
humoredly to retire to rest, as they intended to 
be up and away so early next morning; then 
concealing her apprehensions under an affectation 
of extreme fatigue and drowsiness, she desired to 
be shown where she was to sleep. The old woman 
lighted a lantern, and led the way up some broken 
steps into a sort of loft, where she showed her two 
beds standing close together; one of these she 
intimated was for the peddler, and the other for 
herself. Now Cathleen had been born and bred 
in an Irish cabin, where the inmates are usually 
lodged after a very promiscuous fashion ; our read- 
ers, therefore, will not wonder at the arrangement. 
Cathleen, however, required that, if possible, some 
kind of screen should be placed between the beds 
The old hag at first replied to this request with 
jhe most disgusting impudence ; but Cathleen in- 
sisting, the beds were moved asunder, leaving a 
•pace of about two feet between them ; and afler 
% long search a piece of old frieze was dragged 
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oat from among some rubbu^, and hung iip to tlie 
low rafters, so as to form a curtain or partltioii 
half-way across ike room. Having completed thii 
arrangement, and wished her ^ a sweet sle^ and 
a sound, and lucky dreams,** the old woman pat 
the lantern on the floor, for l^re was neitiiei 
rhair nor table, and left her guest to repose. 

Cathleen said her prayers, only partly undreiBed 
herself, and lifting up the worn-out coverlet, iay 
down upon the bed. In a quarter of an hour 
afterwards the peddler staggered into die room, 
and as he passed the foot of her bed, bid Ood biesi 
her, in a low voice. He then threw himself tdown 
on his bed, and in a few minutes, as she judged 
by his hard and equal breathing, the old maa WM 
in a deep sleep. 

All was now still in the faouM, but Cathleeii 
could not sleep. She was fbverish and resdess; 
her limbs ached, her head throbbed and burned^ 
undefinable fears beset her ikncy ; and whenever 
she tried to compose heiself to slumber, the &c^ 
of the two me«i she liad left below flitted and 
glared before her eyes. A sense of heat aiMl 
suffocation, accompanied by a parching ^ursti 
€ame over her, caused, perhaps, by l^e unusual 
closeness of the room. This feeling of oppression 
increased till the very walls and rafters seemed 
to approach nearer and close upon her all around. 
Unable any longer to endure this intoleraUe 
vmothering sensation, she was just about to rise 
%&d open the door or window, when she heai^ 
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th» wiii^periQg of ^oicefl. She k^ stiU and 
listejQied. The latch was raised cautiously — the 
door opened) and the two Hogans eater^d ; they 
trod 80 aofUj that though she saw them move 
before heri she heard no foot-falL They ap- 
proached the bed of Halloran, and presently she 
heard a dull, heavy blow, and then sounds- 
appalling, sickening sounds — as of subdued strug- 
gles and smothered agony, which convinced her 
that ^ti&y were murdenng the unfortunate peddler. 
Cathleen listened^ almost congealed with horror, 
but she did not swoon : her turn, she thought, musi 
come next, though im the same instant she felt in- 
stinctively that her only chance of preservation wai 
to counterfeit profound sleep. The murderers, hav- 
ing done their work on the poor peddler, approach- 
ed her bed, and threw the gleam of their lantern 
fiill on her face ; she lay quite still, breathing calmly 
and regularly. They brought the li^t to her eye- 
Uds» but they did not wink or move ; — there was a 
pause, a terrible pause, and then a whispering;— 
ajid presently Cathleen thought she could distin- 
guish a third voice, as of expostulation, but all in 
•0 very low a tone that though the voices were close 
to her she could not hear a word that was uttm^d. 
After some moments, which appeared an age of 
agonizing suspense, the wretches withdrew, and 
Cathleen was left alone, and in darkness. Then, 
indeed, she felt as one ready to die : to use her own 
affecting language, ^*the heart within me," said 
she, *' melted away like water, but I was resolata 
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not to swoon, and I did not I knew that if I 
would pTieserve my life, I most keep the sense in 
me, and / did." 

Now and then she fancied she heard the'nmider- 
ed man move, and creep abont in his bed, and this 
honible conceit aknost maddened her with terror: 
bat she set herself to listen fixedly, and convinced 
her reason that all was still — that all was over. 

She then turned her thoughts to the possibility 
of escape. The window first suggested itself: the 
ffunt moon-light was just struggling through its 
dirty and cobwebbed panes: it was very small, 
and CatUeen reflected, that besides the difficulty, 
and, perhaps, impossibility of getting through, it 
must be some height from the ground ; neither 
could she tell on which &de of the house it was 
situated, nor in what direction to turn, supposing 
she reached the ground: and, above all, she was 
aware that the slightest noise must cause her in- 
stant destruction. She thus resolved upon remain- 
ing quiet 

It was most fortunate that Cathleen came to this 
determination, for without the slightest previous 
sound the door again opened, and In the faint light, 
to which her eyes were now accustomed, she saw 
the head of the old woman bent forward in a listen- 
ing attitude : in a few minutes the door clo«>ed, and 
then followed a whispering outside. She could not 
at first distinguish a word until the woman's sharper 
tones broke out, though in suppressed vehemence, 
with ** If ye touch her life, Barny, a mother's cone 
go with ye I enough's done." 
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*' Shell live, then, to hang ns all," said the initf- 
ereant son. 

*' Sooner than that, Pd draw this knife across 
her throat with my own hands ; and I'd do it again 
and again, sooner than they should touch your life, 
Bamy, jewel : but no fear, the creature s asleep or 
dead already, with the fright of it" 

The son then said something which Cathleeu 
tould not hear ; the old woman replied, 

'* Hisht ! I tell ye, no, — no ; the ship's now in the 
Cove of Cork thaf s to carry her over the salt seas 
tar enough out of the way : and haven't we all she 
has in the world? and more, didn't she take the 
bit out of her own mouth to put into mine ? " 

The son again spoke inaudibly; and then the 
voices ceased, leaving Cathleen uncertidn as to her 
fate. 

Shortly after the door opened, and the father 
and son again entered, and carried out the body 
of the wretched peddler. They seemed to have the 
art of treading without noise, for though Cathleen 
saw them move, she could not hear a sound of a 
footstep. The old woman was all this time stand- 
ing by her bed, and every now and then casting 
the light full upon her eyes ; but as she remained 
qmte still, and apparently in a deep calm sleep, 
they left her undisturbed, and she neither saw nor 
heard any more of them that night. 

It ended at length — ^that long, long night of 
horror. Cathleen lay quiet till she thought the 
inomin(i( sufficiently advanced. She then rose, and 
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went down into the kitcken : the old woiBaii was 
lifting a pot off the fire, and nearly let it &U as 
Cathleen suddenly addressed her, and with an ap- 
pearance of surprise and oonoem, asked for her 
firiend the peddler, saying she had just looked into 
hb bed, supposing he was still asleep, and to her 
great amazement had found it empty. The old 
wonan replied, that he had set out at early day- 
light for Mallow, having only just remembered that 
his business called him that way before he went to 
Cork. Cathleen affected great wonder and per- 
plexity, and reminded the woman that he had 
promised to pay for her breakfast 

'* An' so he did, sure enough," she repfied, ^ and 
paid for it too; and by the same tocen didn't I gr 
down to Balgowna myself for the milk and the mak 
before the sun was over the tree-tops ; and here i« 
is f(Mr ye^ ma colleen :" so saying, she placed c 
bowl of stirabout and some milk before Cathleen. 
and then sat down on the stool c^posite to her, 
watching her intently. 

Poor Cathleen I she had but little inclinatioii to 
eat, and felt as if every bit would choke her : yet 
she continued to force down her breakfast, and ap- 
parently with the utmost ease and appetite, even to 
the last morsel set before her. While eating, she 
inquired about the husband and son, and the old 
woman replied, that they had started at the first 
burst of light to cut turf in a bog, about five miles 
£stant. 

When Cathleen had finished her breakfiuti aha 
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returned the old woman many thanks for her kind 
treatment, and then desired to know the nearest 
way to Cork. The woman Hogan informed her 
that the distance was about seven miles, and 
though the usual road was by the high-way from 
which they had turned the preceding evening, 
there was a much shorter way across some fields 
which she pointed out Cathleen listened atten- 
tively to her directions, and then bidding farewell 
with many demonstrations of gratitude, she pro- 
ceeded on her fearful journey. The cool morning 
air, the cheerfhl song of the early birds, the dewy 
freshness of the turf, were all unnoticed and un- 
felt: the sense of danger was paramount, while her 
faculties were all alive and awake to meet it, for a 
feverish and unnatural strength seemed to animate 
her limbs. She stepped on, shortly debating with 
herself whether to follow the directions given by 
the old woman. The high-road appeared the safest ; 
on the other hand, she was aware that the slightest 
betrayal of mistrust would perhaps be followed by 
her destruction ; and thus rendered brave even by 
the excess of her fears, she determined to take the 
cross-path. Just as she had come to this resolution, 
the reached the gate which she had been directed 
to pass through ; and without the slightest apparent 
hesitation, she turned in, and pursued the lonely 
way through the fields. Often did she fancy she 
heard footsteps stealthily following her, and never 
approached a hedge without expecting to see the 
murderers start up from behind it ; yet she never 
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mce tamed her head, nor qnieksned nor sladteiMa 
lier pace: — 

Like (me thut on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 

Because he knows a fUghtftil flend 
Doth close behind him tread. 

She had proceeded in this manner about throa^ 
cparten of a mile, and approached a thick and 
dark grove of underwood, when tbe beheld seated 
upon the oppoente stile an old woman in a red 
aloak. The sight of a human being made her 
heart throb more quickly fbr a moment; but on 
approaching nearer, with all her faculties sharpened 
by the sense of danger, she perceived that it wai 
no old woman, but the younger Hogan, the mxa>^ 
derer of Ualloran, who was thus disguised. Hit 
Ihce was partly concealed by a blue handkerchief 
tied round his head and under his chin, but she 
knew him by the peculiar and hideous expression 
of his eyes : yet with amazing and almost incrodi* 
bie self-possession, she continued to advance ¥nth* 
out manifesting the least alarm, or sign of reoog* 
nition; and walking up to the pretended old 
woman, said in a clear voice, ** The blessing of 
the morning on ye, good mother! a fine day for 
travellers like you and me ! ** 

*< A fine day," he replied, coughing and mom* 
kling in a feigned voice, ** but ye see, hugh, ugh 
ye see I've walked this morning from the Cove of 
Cork, jewel,. and trodi Fm almost spent, and Fve 
%ad eowld, and a cough, on me, as ye may hear* 
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fend ht coughed veliemeBtiy. Oadtheii muS» a 
motion to pass the stik, but the dlflgmsed M 
womaii stretching out a great bony hand, seixed 
her gotm. Stitl Oathleen did not qnail. ** Mmha) 
tiben, hare ye nothing to give a poor oald woman? * 
said the monster, in a ivliining, snuflling tone. 

«^ Nothing have I in this wide world," said Gath^ 
teen, quietly disengaging her gown, bat widiout 
moving. <> Sure itfs only yesterday I was robbed 
of all I had but the Itttle clothes on my back, and 
if I hadn't met with charity from otiiers, I had 
ftarved by the way-side by this time." 

" Och I and is there no place heii)by where they 
would give a potato and a cup of cowld water to 
a poor old woman ready to drop on her road ? " 

Gathleen instantly pointed forward to the honie 
•he had just left, and recommended her to apply 
there. ** Sure they're good, honest people, though 
poor enough, God help them," she continued, 
^ and I wish ye, mother, no worse luck than m^- 
fl^ had, and that's a good friend to treat you to a 
supper — ay6, and a breakfast too ; there it is, ye 
may just see the light smoke rising like a thread 
over the hill, just foment ye; and so Gkxl 8pe4d 
ye!" 

Gathleen turned to descend tihe stile as she 
•poke, expecting to be again seised with a strong 
and murderous grasp; but her enemy, secure in 
\i» disguise, and never doubling her perfect un- 
coiMciousness, suffered her to pass unmolested. 

Another half-mile brought her to the top of a 
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riaug groiind, within oght of the high-road ; dia 
could see crowds of people on honeback and on 
foot, with cars and carriages passing along in one 
direction ; for it was, thoagh Cathleen did not then 
know it, the first day of the Coik Assizes. As she 
gazed, she wished for the wings of a bird that she 
might in a moment flee over the space which inter- 
Tened between her and safety; for though she 
could clearly see the highrroad from the hill on 
which she stood, a valley of broken ground at its 
foot, and two wide fields still separated her from 
it ; but with the same unfailing spirit, and at the 
same steady pace, she proceeded onwards; and 
now she had reached the middle of the last field, 
and a thrill of new-bom hope was beginning to 
flutter at her heart, when suddenly two men burst 
through the fence at the farther side of the field, 
and advanced towards her. One of these she 
thought at the first glance resembled her husband, 
but that it teas her husband himself was an idea 
which never entered her mind. Her imagination 
was possessed with the one supreme idea of danger 
and death by murderous hands ; she doubted not 
that these were the two Hogans in some new dis- 
guise, and alently recommending herself to God, 
•he steeled her heart to meet this fresh trial of her 
.Inrtitude; aware, that however it might end, it 
must be the last At this moment one of the men 
throwing up his arms, ran forward, shouting her 
name, in a voice — a dear and well-known voice, in 
which she could not be deceived : — it was her hn»> 
band I 
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rhe poor woman, who had hiiherto supported 
her spirits and her self-possession, stood as if rooted 
*o the ground, weak, motionless, and gasping for 
breath. A cold dew burst from every pore : her 
ears tingled, her heart fluttered as though it would 
burst from her bosom. When she attempted to 
call out, and raise her hand in token of recognitioni 
the sounds died away, rattling in her throat ; her 
arm dropped powerless at her side ; and when her 
husband came up, and she made a last effort to 
spring towards him, she sank down at his feet in 
strong convulsions. 

Heilly, much shocked at what he supposed the 
sffect of sudden surprise, knelt down and chafed 
ioB wife's temples ; his comrade ran to a neighbor* 
mg spring for water, which they sprinkled plenti* 
folly over her; when, however, she returned to 
life, her intellects appeared to have fled for ever, 
and she uttered such wild shrieks and exclamations, 
md talked so incoherently, that the men became 
exceedingly terrified, and poor Reilly himself 
almost as distracted as his wife. After rainly at- 
tempting to soothe and recover her, they at length 
^npcibly carried her down to the inn at Balgowna, 
a hamlet about a mile farther on, where she re> 
miuned for several hours in a state of delirium, 
one fit succeeding another with little intermission. 

Towards evening she became more composed, 
and was able to give some account of the horrible 
events of the preceding night. It happened, op- 
portunely, tLat a gentleman of fortune in the neigh" 
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boriioQdt and a magistrate, was xv^iag by late that 
ATening on lus letnni firom the AsfozaB al Cork, 
and stopped at the inn to lefiresh his heme. Heav- 
ing that something unusual and frightful had oo« 
eurred, he alighted, and examined the woman himp 
self, in the presence of ono or two persons. Hav 
tale appeared to him so strange and wild from tihe 
manner in whkth she told it, and her aoeount of 
her own courage and sufleringi so exceedin^y in* 
credible, that he was at first inclined to disbelieTa 
the whde, and suspected the poor woman either of 
imposture or insanily. He did not, however, think 
proper totally to neglect her testimony, but immedi- 
ately sent off information of tlie murder to Codu 
Constables with a warrant were di^>atohed tha 
same night to the house of the Hogans, which they 
found empty, and the inmates abeady fled; but 
after a long search, the body of the wretched Hal- 
loran, and part of his property, were found con- 
cealed in a stack of old chimneys among the ruins ; 
and this proof of guilt waa dedaiTeb The country 
was instantly up ; the most active search after the 
murderers was made by the police, assisted by 
all the neighboring peasantry ; and before twelve 
o'clock the following night, the three Hogani^ 
fother, mother, and son, bad been apprehended in 
different places of oonceaboent, and placed in safo 
eustody. Meantima the Goroner^s inquest having 
lat on the body, brov^ht in a verdict of wilfid 
■lurden 
As the judges were then at Cork, the trial cana 
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■I iQuaedlatoly ; and fi«m its extraordinary euN 
emnBtances, exeited the most inteBte aad general 
iBterest Aoiong the property of poor EUloraa 
discovered in Ike houses were a pair of shoes and a 
cap which CalUeen at oaee ideatified as belonging 
to herself, and Reill/s silver watch was Ibnnd on 
the youag^ Hogan. When quesdoned how they 
oame into his possession^ he sullenly refused to 
answer. His mother eagerly, and as if to shield 
her son, c<Mifessed thalt she was the person who had 
fobbed Cathleen in the former part of the day, that 
she had gone out on the Carrick road to beg, hav> 
ing been left by her husband and son for two days 
without the means of support; and finding Cath- 
leen asleep, she had taken away the bundle, sup» 
posing it to contain food ; and did not recognize her 
as the same pemn she had robbed, till Cathleen 
offered her part of her supper. 

The surgeon, who had been called to examine 
the body of HaUoran, d^Msed to the cause of Ins 
death; — ^thatthe old man had been first stunned 
by a heavy blow on the temple, and then strangled* 
Other witnesses deposed to the finding of the body ; 
the previous character of the Hogans, and the cir- 
cumstances attending their apprehensioa ; but the 
principal witness was Cathlemi. She appeared, 
leaning on her husband, her fiice was ashy palOi 
and her limbs too weak for support ; yet she, how- 
ever, was perfectly oollected, and gave her test^ 
mony with that precision, simplicity, and modesty, 
Qeculiar to her character. When she had occasion 
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to allade to her own feelings, it was with sncli nat 
oral and heartfelt eloquence that the whole court 
was affected; and when she described her ren 
counter at the stile, there was a general pressure and 
a breathless suspense ; and then a loud murmur of 
astonishment and admiration fully participated by 
even the bench of magistrates. The evidence was 
clear and conclusive ; and the jury, without retir- 
ing, gave their verdict, guilty — Death. 

When the miserable wretches were asked, in the 
usual forms, if they had any thing to say why the 
awful sentence should not be passed upon them, 
the old man replied by a look of idiotic vacancy, 
and was mute — the younger Hogan answered sul- 
lenly, " Nothing ; ** the old woman, staring wildly 
on her son, tried to speak; her lips moved, but 
without a sound — and she fell forward on the bar 
in strong fits. 

At this moment Cathleen rushed from the arms 
of her husband, and throwing herself on her knees, 
with clasped hands, and cheeks streaming with 
tears, begged for mercy for the old woman " Mercy, 
my lord judge I ** she exclaimed. " Gentlemen, 
your honors, have mercy on her. She had mercy 
on me I She only did their bidding. As for the 
bundle, and all in it, I give it to her with all my 
soul, so it's no robbery. The grip of hunger's hard 
to bear; and if she hadn't taken it then, where 
would I have been now ? Sure they would have 
killed me for the sake of the watch, and I would 
^av<^ been a corpse before your honors this mo 
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iMnt O mercy ! mercy for her 1 or never will 1 
deep asy on this side of the grave 1 " 

The judge, though much affected, was obliged 
to have her forcibly carried from the court, and 
justice took its awful course. Sentence of death 
was pronounced on all the prisoners; but the 
woman was reprieved, and afberwards transported. 
The two men were executed within forty-eight 
hours afler their conviction, on the Gallows Green. 
Tbey made no public confession of their guilt, and 
rjkst their fate with suUen indifference. The aw- 
ful ceremony was for a moment interrupted by an 
Incident which afterwards furnished ample matter 
for wonder and speculation among the supersti- 
tious populace. It was well known that the younger 
Hogan had been long employed on the estate of 
a nobleman in the neighbourhood; but having 
been concerned in the abduction of a young 
female, under circumstances of peculiar atrocity, 
which for want of legal evidence could not be 
brought home to him, he was dismissed ; and, find* 
ing himself an object of general execration, he had 
since been skulking about the country, associat- 
ing with housebreakers and other lawless and 
abandoned characters. At the moment the hang- 
man was adjusting the rope round his neck, a 
thrill voice screamed from the midst of the crowd, 
'^Bamy Hogan! do ye mind Grace Power, and 
the last words ever she spoke to ye ? " There was 
A general movement and concision ; no one could 
or would toll whence the voice proceeded. The 
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mnetehel man was seen to change ecynntenance ftv 
Che first time, and raising himsdf on tiptoe, gased 
wildlj Toond apon the mnltitode; but he said 
nothing ; and in a few minntes he ^as no more. 

The reader may wish to know what has become 
«f Cathleen, oor heroine^ in the tnie sense of the 
word. Her stor^, her soffeiings, her extraordi" 
narj fortitude, and pure simplicity at character, 
made her an object of general cariosity and in- 
terest; a subscription was raused fer her, idiieh 
soon amounted to a liberal sum ; Aey were en- 
abled to procure Rally's (fiseharge fiom die annj, 
and with a part of the money, Cathleen, who, 
among her other perfections, was excee(fingly pious 
after the fashion of her creed and country, founded 
yeariy masses fet the soul of the poor peddler; and 
Yowed herself to make a pi^rimage of thank^Ting 
to St Gobnate^ welL Mr. L., the magistrate who 
had first examined her in the fittle inn at Bal- 
gow^a, made her a munificent present ; and anz- 
iouB, perhaps, to ofl'er yet further amends for his 
former doubts of her yeracity, he invited BeiUy, 
on very advanta^ous terms, to settle on his estate, 
where he rented a neat cabin, and a handsome pkt 
of potato ground. There Beilly and his Cathleen 
were fiving ten years ago, with an increasing family, 
and in the enjoyment of much hnmble happiness * 
and there, for aught I know to the eontraly, they 
rviy be living at this day. 
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ni«n li ft oomibrt tn ih» stMogth of Iotv, 
Hafdng thftt pftog endviftbte, wbioh tUm 
WooM OTQi^i the bmlo— or break the heart 

Wordsworth, 

Tbb: mocmnients which human art has raised ta 
human pride or power may decay with thai; power^ 
or flarrive to nook that pride ; bai sooner or latei 
tkiey perish — iJheir plaice knows them not In the 
aspeet of a ruin, howeyer imposing in itself, and 
however magnificent or dear the associations con* 
nected with it, there is always something sad and 
bnmiliatiBgy reminding na how poor and how frail 
are the works of man, how nnstable his hopes, and 
how limited his capacity compared to lus aspirar* 
tional But when man has made to himself monn- 
ments of the w(»rk9 of Qod ; when the memory of 
homan afiectioQs, human intellect, human power, 
18 blended with the immutable features of nature, 
they consecrate each other, and both endure to^ 
gether to the end. In a state of high civilization, 
man trust9 to the record of brick and marble*^ 
^e pyramid, the eoiumn, the temple, the tomb :-^ 

'^Thwi the bust 
Jbkd sktip ris»«-thMi sink tgain to dust." 

• Thii nttle tale (written in 1880) is founded on a striking 
iMidenfc related hi Hwnboldtli narratlTe. The ftets zwDftfai 
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In the earlier stages of society, the isolated roeft 
^^he mountain, cload-encircled — the riTer, roUiiig 
to its ocean-home — the very stars themselyes — 
were endued with sjrmpathies, and constitated the 
first, as they will be the hist, witnesses and records 
of oar human destinies and feelings. The glories 
of the Parthenon shall fiide into oblivion; but 
while the heights of ThermopylsB stand, and while 
a wave muimurs in the gulf of Salamis, a Yoice 
shall cry aloud to tiie nniyerae — ^ Freedom and 
glory to those who can dare to diel — ^woe and 
everlasting infamy to him who would enthrall tJie 
mioonquerable spirit!" The Coliseum with its 
sanguinary trophies is crumbling to decay; but 
the islet of Nisida, where Brutus parted with his 
Portia — the steep of Leucadia, still remain fixed 
as the foundations of the earth ; and lasting as the 
round worid itself shall be the memories that hover 
over them ! As long as the waters of the Helles- 
pont flow between Sestos and Ab3rdos, the fame of 
the love that perished there shall never pass away. 
A traveller, pursuing lus weary way through the 
midst of an African desert — a barren, desolate, and 
almost boundless solitude — ^found a gigantic sculp- 
tured head, shattered and half-buried in the sand ; 
and near it the fi-agment of a pedestal, on which 
these words might be with pain deciphered : / am 
Ozymandias, King of kings ; look upon my works, 
ye mighty ones, and despair ! ** Who was Ozyman- 
dias ? — where are now his works ? — what bond dt 
thought 01 feeling, links his past with our present t 
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The Ai&b, with bis beasts of burden, tramples 
nnbeeding oyer these forlorn vestiges of human art 
and human grandeur. In the wildest part of the 
New Continent, hidden amid the depths of inter- 
minable forests, there stands a huge rock, hallowed 
by a tradition so recent that the man is not yet 
gray-headed who was bom its contemporary ; but 
that rock, and the tale which consecrates it, shall 
carry down to future ages a deep lesson — ^a moral 
interest lasting as itself— however the aspect of 
things and the conditions of people change around 
it. Henceforth no man shall gaze on it with care- 
less eye ; but each shall whisper to his own bosom 
— *'What is stronger than love in a mother's 
heart ? — ^what more fearfiil than power wielded by 
ignorance ? — or what more lamentable than the 
abuse of a beneficent name to purposes of selfish 
cruelty?" 

Those vast regions which occupy the central 
part of South America, stretching from Guinea to 
the foot of the Andes, overspread with gigantic 
and primeval forests, and watered by mighty rivers 
—those solitary wilds where man appears unessen- 
tial in the scale of creation, and the traces of his 
nower are few and far between — ^have lately oo- 
inipied much of the attention of Europeans ; partly 
fix)m the extraordinary events and unexpected rev- 
olutions which have convulsed the nations round 
them ; and partly from the researches of enter- 
prising travellers who have penetrated into their 
"tmotest districts. But till within the last twenty 
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yean these mid regions haye beeft tiidaiowny ^ 
oept through the means of the Spanish and Fols 
tagoese priests, settled as nussioiiaries along the 
tMmks of the Oiinoco and the Paragnay. The 
men tfans devoted to utter banishment from aSI 
mteroourse with civilised Hlb, are generally Fran- 
ciscan or Capuchin fHars, bom in the SpaniA 
Colonies. Their pious duties are sometimes yd^ 
wntary, and sometimes hnposed by the superion 
of l&eir order ; in either case their destiny appears 
at first view deplorable, and their self^acrifiee 
flublime ; yet, when we recollect l^aet these poor 
monks generally exchanged tiie monotonous soli- 
tude of the cloister for tiie magnificent lonelinea 
of the boundless woods and fkiHspreading savan- 
nahs, the sacrifice appears less terrible; even where 
accompanied by suffering, privation, and occanon- 
ally by danger. When these men combine witSi 
tiieir religious zeal some degree of understanding 
and enlightened benevolence, they have been en- 
aiUed to enlarge the sphere of knowledge and 
civilization, by exploring the productions and ge 
ography of these unknown regions ; and by col- 
lecting into villages and humanizing the manners 
<tf the native tribes, who seem strangely to unite 
the fiercest and most abhorred traits of savage fife, 
with some of the gentlest instincts of our common 
natare. But when it has happened tiiat these 
priests have been men of narrow minds and tyran- 
nical tempers, they have on dome occasions fear* 
AiUy abused the authority entrusted to them ; and 



THE INDIAN MOTHER. 2SS 

Didng removed many thotnand oiiles from the "Evh 
ropean settlements and the resfe^ahit of the laiMi 
(he power they have exercised has been as far 
beyond control as the calamities tliey hate caased 
have been beyond all remedy and all reUef. 

Unfortunately for those who were trusted to hii 
charge, Father Gomez was a missionary of this 
character. He was a Franciscan friar of the 
order of Observance, and he dwelt in the village 
of San Fernando, near tiie source of the Orinoco^ 
whence his aulhority extended as president over 
ieveral missions in the neighborhood of which Satt 
Fernando was the capital. The temper of 1^ 
man was naturally cruel tmd despotic; he was 
wholly uneducated, and had no idea, no feeling, of 
the true spirit of Christian bettev^ence ; in this 
respect, the savages whom he had been sent to 
instruct and civilize were in reality less savage 
and less ignorant than himself. 

Among the passions and vices which Father 
Gromez had brought from his cell in the conveat 
of Angostara, to spread contamination and op^ 
pression through his new domliin, were pride and 
avarice; and both were interested in increasing 
the number of his converts, or rather, of his slaves^ 
In spite of the wise and humane law of Charles 
the Third, prohibiting the conversion of the In* 
dian natives by force, Gconez, like others of hie 
brethren in the more distant missions, ofVen ao* 
eomplished his purpose by direct violence. He 
was accustomed to go, with a party of his people^ 
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and lie in wait near the hordes of unreclaimed 
Indians; when the men were absent he would 
forcibly seize on the women and children, bind 
them, and bring them off in triumph to his vil- 
lage. There, being baptized, and taught to make 
the sign of the cross, they were called Christians, 
but in reality were slaves. In general, the women 
thus detained pined away and died; but the chil- 
dren became accustomed to their new mode of 
life, forgot their woods, and paid to their Christian 
master a willing and blind obedience; thus ir 
time they became the oppressors of their own 
people. 

Father Gomez called these incundomi, la con 
guista espiritual — the conquest of souls. 

One day he set off on an expedition of thL 
nature, attended by twelve armed Indians ; and 
after rowing some leagues up the river Guaviare. 
which flows into the Orinoco, they perceived, 
through an opening in the trees, and at a little 
distance from the shore, an Indian hut. It is the 
custom of these people to live isolated in families ; 
and so strong is their passion for solitude that 
when collected into villages they frequently build 
themselves a little cabin at a distance from their 
usual re^dence, and retire to it at certain seasons, 
for days together. The cabin of which I speak 
was one of these solitary villas — if I may so apply 
Hhe word. It was constructed with peculiar neat- 
ness, thatched with palm-leaves, and overshadowed 
with cocoa4ree8 and laurels; it stood alone iv 
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the Wilderness, embowered in Ittxuriant vegeta- 
tion, and looked like the chosen abode of simple 
and quiet happiness. Within this hut a young 
Indian woman (whom I diall call Guahiba, from 
the name of her tribe) was busied in making cakes 
6f the cassaya root, and preparing the family meal« 
against the return of her husband, who was fishing 
at some distance up the river ; her eldest child, 
about five or six years old, asEHsted her ; and from 
time to time, while thus employed, the mother 
toxned her ey^ beaming With fond affection, upon 
tiie playful gambols Of two Uttle infants, who, being 
just able to crawl alone, were rolling together on 
tlie ground, laughing and crowing with' all their 
mi^ht 

Their food being ikeariy prepared, the Indian 
woman locked towai^ the river, impatient for the 
return of her husband. But her bright dark eyes, 
swimming with eagerness and affectionate soHci- 
tode, became fixed and ^azed with terror, when, 
instead of him she so fondly expected, she beheld 
the attendants of Father Gomez, creeping stealth- 
ily along the side of the thicket towards her cabin. 
Instantly aware of her danger, (for the nature and 
object of tJiese incursions were the dread of all 
the country round,) she uttered a piercing shriek, 
snatched up her infants in her arms, and, call- 
ing on the other to follow, rushed from the hut 
towards die forest As she had considerably the 
start of her pursuers, she would probably have 
escaped, and have hidden herself effectually in its 

16 
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tangl(5d depths if her precious burden had not im* 
peded her flight; but thus encumbered she was 
easily overtaken. Her eldest child, fleet of foot, 
and wily as the young jaguar, escaped to carry to 
the wretched father the news of his bereavement, 
and neither father nor child were evermore beheld 
in their former haunts. 

Meantime, the Indians seized upon Guahiba-^ 
bound her, tied her two children together, and 
dragged her down to the river, where Father 
Gomez was sitting in his canoe, waiting the issue 
of the expedition. At the sight of the captives 
his eyes sparkled with a cruel triumph ; he 
thanked his patron saint that three more souls 
were added to his community; and then, heed- 
less of the tears of the mother, and the cries of 
her children, he commanded his followers to row 
back with all speed to San Fernando. 

There Guahiba and her infants were placed in 
a hut under the guard of two Indians ; some food 
was given to her, which she at first refused, but 
afterwards, as if on reflection, accepted. A young 
Indian girl was then sent to her — a captive convert 
of her own tribe who had not yet quite forgotten 
her native language. She tried to make Guahiba 
comprehend that in this village she and her chil- 
dren must remain during the rest of their lives, in 
order that they might go to heaven after they were 
dead. Guahiba listened, but understood nothing 
of what was addressed to her ; nor (;ould she be 
made to conceive for what purpose she was tom 
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from ber husband and her home, nor why she was 
to dwell for the remainder of her life among a 
rtrange people, and against her will. During that 
night she remained tranquil, watching over her 
infants as they slumbered by her side; but the 
moment the dawn appeared she took them in her 
arms and ran off to the woods. She was immedi- 
ately brought back ; but no sooner were the eyee 
of her keepers turned from her than she snatched 
up her children, and again fled ; — again — and 
again! At every new attempt she was punished 
with more and more seyerity ; she was kept from 
food, and at length repeatedly and cruelly beaten. 
In vain \ — apparently she did not even understand 
why she was thus treated ; and one instinctiYe idea 
alone, the deare of escape, seemed to possess her 
mind and govern all her movements. If her op- 
pressors only turned from her, or looked another 
way, for an instant, she invariably caught up her 
children and ran off towards the forest Father 
Gomez was at length wearied by what he termed 
her " blind obstinacy ; " and, as the only means of 
securing all three, he took measures to separate the 
mother from her children, and resolved to convey 
Guahiba to a distant misaon, whence she should 
never find her way back either io them or to her 
home. 

In pursuance of tins plan, poor Guahiba, with 
ber hands lied behind her, was placed in the bow 
of a canoe. Father Gomez seated himself at the 
Velm, and they rowed away. 
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The few traTellera who haye viaited these tefpoim 
Rgree in describing a phenomen<Ml, ihe canse of 
which ig Blill a mytsterj to geologisiB, and which 
impartB to the \one\j deptihs of these unappropri- 
ated and unyiolated shades an effect intensely and 
indescribably moainfoL The granite rocks which 
border the river, and extend £»* into the contigu- 
ous woods, assume strange, fantastic shapes; and 
are covered with a black incrustation, or depositi 
which contrasted with the saow-wMte fi>am of tfaa 
waves breaking on &em below, and the pale 
Uchens which spring fitxn their crevices and creep 
along their surface above, g^ve these shores an 
aspect perfectly funereaL Between these melail- 
oholy rocks — so high and so- steep that a landing^ 
place seldom occurred finr leagues together — the 
canoe of Father Gomes slowly ^ded^ though 
wged against the stream by eight robust Indians. 

The uhhaj^y Gruahiba sat at first perfectly un- 
Bioved, and apparently amased and stunned by 
her situation ; she did not comprehend what they 
were going to do with her ; but after a while she 
looked up towards the sun, then down upon die 
stream ; and perceiving, by the direction of the 
dne and the course of the other, that every stroke 
of the oar carried her fiirther and farther from her 
beloved and helpless children, her husband, and 
her native homC) her countenance waa seen to 
change and assume a feaifiil expressioni AatJie 
possibili^ of edcape^ in her present situation, had 
»ever once occurred to her captors, she had been 
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f ery fllightly and carelewly bound. Shi watched 
her opportunity, burst the withes on her ann0| 
with a sudden effort flung herself cverboard, and 
dived under the waves; but in another moment 
she rose again at a considerable distance, and 
swam to the shore. The current, being rapid 
and strong, carried her down to the base of a dark 
granite rock which projected into the stream ; ahe 
olunbed it with feadiess ^^^ility, stood for an instant 
on its summit, looking down upoa h&c tyrants, then 
plunged into the forest, and was lost to sight. 

Father Gomez, beholding his victim thus unex* 
pectedly escape him, sat mute and thunderstruck 
for some moments, unable to give utterance to tha 
axtremitjr of his lage and astonishment When^ 
•t length, he found voice, he commanded his In^ 
diaos to puU with all &eir might to the shore; 
libefi to pursue the poor fugitivie, and bring her 
back to him, dead or alive. 

Guahiba, meantime, while strength remained to 
break her way through tbe tangled wilderness, con* 
linued her flight, ; but soon exhauated and breath- 
less, with the violence of her exertions, she was 
obliged to relax in her efforts, and at length sunk 
iown at the foot of a huge laurel tree, where she 
\3ifMBcealed herself, aa well as she might, among the 
Ing, interwoven graas. There, crouching and 
l.ienbliAg in her biir, she heard the voices of hei 
persecutors hallooing to each other through tbs 
dbieket She would probably have escaped but for 
a large mastKr which the Indians had with thsu^ 
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and wMch scented her out in her hiding-plaoe 
The moment she heard the dreaded animal snuffing 
in the air, and tearing his way through the grass, 
she knew she was lost The Indians came up. 
She attempted no vain resistance ; but with a sul- 
len passiveness, suffered herself to be seized and 
dragged to the shore. 

When the merciless priest beheld her, he dete^• 
mined to inflict on her such discipline as he thought 
would banish her children from her memory, and 
cure her for ever of her passion for escaping. He 
ordered her to be stretched upon that granite rock 
where she had landed from the canoe, on the summit 
of which she had stood, as if exulting in her flight, 
— ^THB ROCK OF THB MOTHER, as it has ovor since 
been denominated — and there flogged till she could 
scarcely move or speak. She was then bound more 
securely, placed in the canoe, and carried to Javita, 
the seat of a mission far up the river. 

It was near sunset when they arrived at this 
village, and the inhabitants were preparing to go 
to rest. Guahiba was deposited for the night in a 
laige bam-like building, which served as a place 
of worship, a public magazine, and, occasionally, 
as a barrack. Father Gomez ordered two or 
three Indians of Javita to keep guard over iier 
alternately, relieving each other through the night , 
and then went to repose himself after the fatigues 
(if his voyage. As the wretched captive neither 
reeusted nor complained. Father Gomez flattered 
himself that she was now reduced to submission 
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i^itlle could he fathom the bosom of this fond 
mother ! He mistook for stupor, or resignation, the 
calmness of a fixed resolve. In absence, in bonds, 
and in torture, her heart throbbed with but one feel- 
ing ; one thought alone possessed her whole soul ;~- 
her children — her children — and still her children I 

Among the Indians appointed to watch her was 
a youth, about eighteen or nineteen years of age, 
who, perceiying that her arms were miserably 
bruised by the stripes she had received, and that 
she suffered the most acute agony from the savage 
tightness with which the cords were drawn, let fall 
an exclamation of pify in the language of her tribe. 
Quick she seized the moment of feeling, and ad* 
dressed him as one of her people. 

*' Guahibo," she said, in a whispered tone, *' thoa 
speakest my language, and doubtless thou art my 
brother ! Wilt thou see me perish without pity, 

son of my people ? Ah cut these bonds which 
enter into my flesh 1 I faint with pain ! I die 1 " 

The young man heard, and, as if terrified, re- 
moved a few paces from her and kept silence. A& 
terwards, when his companions were out of sight, 
and he was left alone to watch, he approached and 
said, ^ Guahiba I — our fathers were the same, and 

1 may not see thee die , but if I cut these bonds, 
white man will flog me : — ^wilt thou be content if I 
Viosen them, and give thee ease?" And as he 
spoke, he stooped and loosened the thongs on he< 
wrists and arms; she smiled upon him languidly 
«nd appeared satisfied. 
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Night was now coming on. Guahiba dropped 
her head on her boBom, and dosed her eyes, as if 
exhausted by weariness. The young Indian, be- 
Ueving that she slept, after some hesitation laid 
himself down on his mat. Hb comoanions were 
already slumbering in the porch of the buildbg, 
and all was still. 

Then Guahiba raised her head. It was night — 
dark night — ^withont moim or star. There was no 
sound, except the breathing of the sleepers around 
her, and the humming of the mosquitoes. She 
listened for some time with her whole soul; but 
all was silence. She then gnawed the loosened 
thongs asunder with her teetL Her hands once 
free, she released her feet ; and when the morning 
eomes she had disappeared. Search was made for 
her in eyery directum, but in vain ; and Father Go» 
me£, baffled and wrathful, returned to his village. 

The distance between Javita and San Fernando, 
where Guahiba had left her infants, is twenty-fiyo 
leagues in a straight line. A fearful wilderness of 
gigantic forest-trees, and intermingling underwood, 
separated these two missions ; — a savage and awful 
solitude, which, probably, since the beginning ol 
the world, had never been trodden by human foot 
Ail communication was carried cm by the river ( 
and there lived not a man, whether Indian or Eo^ 
lopean, bold enou^ to have attempted the route 
•long the shore. It was the oommeneement of the 
tmy season. The sky, obscured by clouds, sel* 
iom revealed the sun by day ; and n^hei* nioov 
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j^or gleam of twinkling star by night The riveif 
had overflowed, and the lowlands were inundated* 
There was no visible object to direct the traveller ; 
DO shelter, no defence, no aid, no guide. Was jX 
Providence — was it the strong instinct of maternal 
love, which led this courageous woman through 
the depths of the pathless woods — where rivulets» 
swollen to torrents by the rains, intercepted her at 
every step ; where the thorny lianas, twining from 
tree to tree, opposed an ahnost impenetrable ba^> 
rier ; where the mosquitoes hung in clouds upon her 
path ; where the jaguar aod the alligator lurked to 
devour her ; where the rattlesnake and the watezw 
serpent lay coiled up in the damp grass, ready to 
spring at her ; where she had no food to support ber 
exhausted frame, but a lew berries, and the laige 
blacl: ants which build their nests on the trees? 
How directed — ^how sustained — cannot be told ; the 
poor woman herself could not tell. All that can be 
known with any certainty is, that the fourth rising 
8ui;i beheld her at San Fernando; a wild, and 
wasted, ajod ieai^l object; her feet swelled and 
bleeding — ^et hands tom-^her body covered with 
wounds, and emaciated with famine and fittigue; 
^--but once more near her children ! 

For several hours she hovered round the hst 
in which she had left them, gazing on it from a 
distance with longkig eyes Mid a sick heart, witb- 
out daring to advance: at length she perewved that 
all the inhabitants had quitted their cottages tc 
tUtgftd vespei!s; then she stde from the thicker 
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ind approached, with faint and timid steps, thti 
spot which contidned her heart's treasures. Sha 
entered, and found her infants left alone, and play- 
ing together on a mat ; they screamed at her ap- 
pearance, so changed was she hy suffering; but 
when she called them by name, they knew her 
tender voice, and stretched out th^ir little arms 
towards her. In that moment, the mother foi^got 
all she had endured — all her anguish, all her fears, 
every thing on earth but the objects which blessed 
her eyes. She sat down between her children — 
she took them on her knees — she clasped them in 
an agony of fondness to her bosom — she covered 
them with kisses — ^she shed torrents of tears on 
their little heads, as she hugged them to her. 
Suddenly she remembered where she was, and why 
she was there ; new terrors seized her ; she rose up 
hastily, and, with her babies in her arms, she stag- 
gered out of the cabin— fainting, stumbling, and 
almost blind with loss of blood and inanition. She 
tried to reach the woods, but too feeble to sustain 
her burden, which yet she would not relinquish, her 
limbs trembled, and sank beneath her. At this 
moment an Indian, who was watching the public 
oven, perceived her. He gave the alarm by ring- 
ing a bell, and the people rushed forth, gathering 
round Guahiba with firight and astonishment 
They gazed upon her as if upon an apparition, 
till her sobs, and imploring looks, and trembling 
and wounded limbs, convinced them that she yet 
Gved, though apparently nigh to death Thej 



L 



THE INDIAN MOTHER. 295 

looked upon her in silence, and then at each 
other; their sayage bosoms were touched with 
commiseration for her sad plight, and with admira* 
tion, and even awe, at this unexampled heroism 
of maternal love. 

While they hesitated, and none seemed willing 
to seize her, or to take her children from her, 
Father Gomez, who had just landed on his return 
from Javita, approached in haste, and commanded 
them to be separated. Guahiba clasped her chil- 
dren closer to her breast, and the Indians shrunk 
back. 

*' What 1 " thundered the monk : " will ye suffer 
this woman to steal two precious souls from heaven ? 
— two members from our community ? See ye not, 
that while she is suffered to approach them, there is 
no salvation for either mother or children ? — ^part 
them, and instantly 1 " 

The Indians, accustomed to his ascendency, and 
terrified at his voice, tore the children of Gua- 
hiba once more firom her feeble aims ; she uttered 
nor word, nor cry, but sunk in a swoon upon the 
earth. 

While in this state, Father Gomez, with a crael 
mercy, ordered her wounds to be carefully dressed ; 
her arms and legs were swathed with cotton 
bandages; she was then placed in a canoe, and 
v-onveyed to a mismon, far, far off, on the river 
Esmeralda, beyond the Upper Orinoca She 
Qontinued in a state of exhaustion and torpor 
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dniiiig the T03rage; bat alter beiog taken o^t of 
the boat and c«nied inland, restoratiTea bronghl 
her back to li^ and to a aenae of her situa- 
tion. When she perceiyed, aa reason and con* 
sciousness returned, that she was in a strange 
place, unknowing how she was Iwoaght there— 
among a tribe who spoke a language different 
from any she had oyer heard before, and from 
whom, therefore, according to Indian prejudices, 
she could h<^ nor aid nor piy ; — when she 
recollected that she was far from her beloyed 
children ; — when she saw no means of diacoy- 
ering the bearing or the distance of their abode 
-H^iO clue to guide her back to it I'-'then, and 
only then, did the mother's heart yield to utter 
de^Mur; and thenceforward reusing to speak or 
to moye, and obstinately r^ecting all nourish* 
ment, thus she died. 

The boatman, on tha liyer Atabapo, suspendi^ 
his oar with a s^h as he passes the kocx of 
THB MOTHZB. He poittts it out to the tcav^ 
eller, and weeps as he relates the tale of her 
sufferings and her fate. Ages hence, when these 
aolitary regions hare faeoome tiie aeats of ciyili- 
cation, of power, and inteUigenoa ; when tjie 
pathless wilds, whioh poor GkuJiiba trayened i* 
Ver anguish, aro replaced by populous cities, and 
smiling gardens, and pastusea, and waving har- 
yests, — sdll that daik roek shall stand, fit>wnifig 
o'«r die fltream; tradition and history ahall pisa 



THE INDIAN MOTHER. 287 

serve its name and fame; and when e^en the 
pyramids, those yast, vain monuments to hnmai* 
pride, have passed away, it shall endure, to carry 
down to the end of the world the memory of the 
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Dm, fhe Oobblor, a rery honcBt man, and Tory many wMhal, 

mneh ffivwx to slngiiig. 
Habokkt, his wift, simple and affcetioiiata, and one of tba bofl 

iromen in the world. 
Last Amaiurthb, a fine lady, ftill of atn and aflbetathm, Imt 

not without good fteling. 
Hadim oisxLU Jusmn, her Freneh maid, rerj like other nwieh 

maids. 

TIm scene lies partly in the Garret of the Ck>bbler, and parlfy 
in Last Axabahthi'b Drawing-room. 
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A Oamt meanhf JurmAed; ieveral pmn of old dioe$f a 
ooflrf, hatj bonnetf and tfuaei hanging agamri ike WdU. 
Dick if seated onabw slool in fronL He leortu, ami 
tinge, 

Ab she lay on that day 
In the Bay of Biscay O I 

Now that's what / call a good song ; but mj wilo^ 
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die can't abear them blusteration songs, slie says | 
she likes something tender and genteel, fiill of fine 
words (^Sings in a mincing voiced) 

Vake, dearest, yake, and again united 
ye*U vander by the sea^-he-he-e. 

Hang me, if I can understand a word of it I but 
when my wife sings it out with her pretty litde 
mouth, it does one's heart good to hear her; and I 
could listen to her for ever : but, for my own part, 
what I like is a song that comes thundering out 
with a meaning in it ! (^Singsy and flourishes his 
hammer with enthusiasm, beating time upon the 
shoe.) 

March! march! Eskdale and Tiyiotdale, 
All the blue bonnets are over the border! 

MABOEBT— (/rom toiihin.) 
Dick ! Dick 1 what a ncase you do keep . 

DICK. 

A noise, eh ? Why, Meg, you didn't use to tnink 
It a ncnse : you used to like to hear me sing ! 

MAROERT — ( entering. ) 

And so I did, and so I do. I loves music with aU 
my heart ; but the whole parish will hear yov if 
you go for to bawl out so monstrous loud. 

DICK. 

And let them I who cares ? [ff^ rings, sht lim^ 



MO 



Ksf, amg away if 70a like it I 

mcK—iilqppmjf wdt fenfy .) 
I won't ang another bit if 70a do&'t like it, Meg 



Ob, I do likel Loid bleaa ml not like it I k 
lotmdB 80 meny 1 Why, Dick, lov«, eveiybody iaid 
yesterday that yon sang as well as Mr. Thingomee 
at Sadlei's Wells, and says they, "Who is that 
foong num as sings like any nightingale ?" and I 
says (dratomg hendfup), ** Thafs my hosbaadi* 

DICK. 

Ay I flummexy I — But, Meg, T say, how did yoa 
iSke the wedding yesterday ? 



Oh, hugeonsly 1 sach heaps of smart people, as 
fine as fivepence, I warrant ; and sach gay gowns 
and caps I and plenty to eat and drink 1 — ^Bat what 
I liked best was the wsJking in die gardemr al 
Bagnigge Wells, and the tea, and the crampets 1 

DIO<. 

And the pnnch I 

MABOBBT. 

Yes — ^hal ha I I coald see yon thought thai 
good I and then' the dancing I 
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DICK. 

Ay, Aj ; and there wasn't one amongst them that 
footed it away like my Margery. And folks says 
to me, "Pray, who is that pretty modest young 
woman as hops oyer the ground as light as a fea- 
ther ? " says they ; and says I, " Why, that there 
pretty young woman is my wife, to be sure 1 " 

MABOBST. 

Ah, you're at your jokes, IXck I 

DICK. 

m be hanged then 1 

MASOEST— (Zeaf»»^ on hia i^undder.) 

Well, to be sure, we were happy yesterday. Itfi 
good to make holiday just now and then, but some 
how I was yery glad to come home to our own little 
room again. O Dick I — did you mind that Mrs. 
Finchtoe, that gave herself such grand airs ? — she 
in the fine lavender silk gown — that turned up her 
nose at me so, and all because she's a master shoe- 
maker^s wifel and you are only— only — ^a cob- 
bler I — (sighs). I wish you were a master shoemaker, 
Dick. 

DICK. 

That you might be a master shoemaker's wifoi 
hay ! and turn up your nose like Mrs. Finchtoe ? 

No, no ; I have more manners. 
16 
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DICK. 

Would 7<m loTe me better, M^, if I were a 
master ahoemaker ? 



No, I couldn't love yoa better if yoa were a 
king; and that yoa know, Dick; and, after aD^ 
we're liappy^ now, and who knows what might bt 
if we were to change ? 



DICK. 



Ay, indeed I who knows ? yoa might grow into 
a fine lady like she over the way, who comes home 
o^nights jnst as we're getting up in the morning, 
with the flams flaring, and blazing like any thing ; 
and that pats me in mind 



Of what, Dick? tell me I 

DIGK. 

Why, coonn Tom's wedding pnt it all oat of my 
head last night ; but yesterday there comes over to 
me one of those fine bedizened fellows we see 
lounging about the door there, with a cocked hat| 
tnd things like stay laces dangling at his shoulder. 

XABOEBT. 

What could he want, I wonder I 

DICK. 

1 he comes over to me as I was just standing 
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At the dojr below, a thinking of nothing at all, and 
linging " Paddy O'Raffety " to myself, and says he 
to me, " You cobbler fellor," says he, " don't you go 
for to keep such a bawling every morning, awaken- 
ing people out of their first sleep," says he, " for if 
you do, my lord will have you put into the stocks^" 
says he. 

KARGEST. 

The stocks I O goodness gracious me I and whsjt 
for, pray? 

DIOK— (toiA a ipin.) 

Why, for nnging, honey I So says I, " Hark'eOi 
Mr. Scrape-trencher, there go words to that bar- 
gain : what right hay« you to go for to speak in 
Oiat there way to me?" says I; and says he, 
*< We'll haye you 'dited for a nuisancei fellor,* 
says he. 

JIABOBRT— (c^nptfti^r her hatid$.) 

A nuisance ! my Dick a nuisance ! O Lord aT 
mercy! 

DICK. 

Never fear, ^rl; I'm a free-bom Englishman, 
and I knows the laws well enough : and says I, ^ No 
more a fellor than yourself; I'm an honest man, 
following an honest calling, and I don't care that 
for you nor your lord neither ; and I'll sing when I 
please, and Pll ^ng tohat I please, and 111 sing as 
loud as I please ; I will, by jingo I " and so he lifts 
me up his cane, and I says quite cool, " This house 
IS my castle ; and if you don't take yourself out of 
that in a jiTey, why. 111 give your laced jacket 
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■och a dusting as it never had before in its life — I 
wiU." 



O, Dick I you've a spirit of your own, I warrant. 
Well, and then ? 

DICK. 

Oh, I pronuse you he was off in the twinkling of 
a bed-post, and Fve heard no more of him ; but I 
was determined to wake you this morning with a 
thundering song ; just to show 'em I didn't care for 
'em — ^ha! ha! hal 



Oh, ho! that was the reason, then, that yoo 
bawled so in my ear, and frightened me out of my 
sleep — was it ? Oh, well, I forgive you ; but bless 
me 1 I stand chattering here, ahd if s twelve o'clock, 
as I live I I must go to market — (putting oil her 
ihawl and bonnet.) What would you like to have 
for dinner, Dick, love ? a nice rasher of bacon, hf 
way of a relish? 

DICK— («iac2Mi^ kU Spi,) 
Jost the very thing, honey. 

MABOEBT. 

Well, give me the shilling, then. 

DICK— (fcrctfcAm^ Ma keai,) 
What shilling? 
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KABOKBT. 

Whjy the shilling you had yesterday. 
A fithillingl 

MABOBBT. 

Yes, a shilling. (Gayly.) To have meat, cue 
most have money ; and folks must eat as well as 
nng, Dick, love. Come, out with itl 

DIOK. 

But suppose I haven't got it ? 

MABGBBT. 

How 1 what ! you don't mean for to say that the 
last shilling that you put in your pocket, just to 
make a show, is gone ? 

DICK — (toAA a ngk.) 
But I do, though — ^it^s gone. 

MABOBBT* 

What shall we do? 

DICK. 

I don't know. (A pause. They look at eack 
other.) Stay, thaf s lucky. Here's a pair of danc- 
ing pumps as belongs to old Mrs. Crusty, the 
baker's wife at the comer — 
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uABavBr—iffOffy. ) 
We can't eat them for dinner, I gaesi. 

DIOK« 

No, no; bat Tm just at tibe last stitch. 

XABOBBT. 



DICK— (^Molmy tmi vnrhing m a kmrif,) 
And so yoall take them home — 



HABOBBT. 



DICK. 

And tell her I must have seven-pence haIQ>eony 
far iitem. (^Oivea them,) 

MABOBBT— (eaMfiwitn^ (hs Aoet.) 

But, Dick, isn't that some'at extortionate, as a 
body may say ? seven-pence halQ>enn3r I 

DICK. 

Why, here's heel-pieces, and a patch npon each 
loe ; one must live, Meg 1 

MABOEBT. 

Yes, Dick, love ; but so must other folks. Now 
I think seven-pence would be enough in all con 
science— what do you say ? 
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DICK, 

Well, settle it as you like ; only get a bit of 
dinner for us, for Tm as hungry as a hunter, I 
know. 

XABOBBT. 

Fm going. Good bye, Dick ! 

DICK. 

Take care of tibeeself— and don't spend the 
change in caps and ribbons, Meg ! 

MABQBBT. 

Caps and ribbons out of seyen-pence ! Lord help 
the manl ha, ha, ha 1 (^She goes ouL) 

DICK— (coOin^ after her.) 

And come back soon, d'ye hear ? There she 
goes — ^hop, skip, and jump, down the stairs. Some- 
how, I can't abear to have her out of my sight a 
minute. Well, if ever there was a man could say 
he had a good wife, why, thaf s me myself— tho 'f I 
say it->the cheerfiiUest, sweetest temperedst, clean- 
liest, lovingest woman in the whole parish, that 
never ^ves one an ill word from year's end to 
year'41 end, and deserves at least that a man should 
work hard for her — it's all I can do— and we must 
think for to-morrow as well as to-day. (^He toork$ 
with great energy ^ and tings at the same time with 
equal enthusiasm.) 
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Cannot ye do as I do? 

Cannot je doBsl do? 

Spend your money, and work for more| 

Thaf$ the way that I do I 

Tol de rol loL 

(ReSnter hargery in Aosto.) 

MABO.— <oii< of brecUk.) 
Oh, Dick, husband ! Dick, I say 1 

DICK. 

Hay 1 what* 8 the matter now ? 

MABOBBT. 

Here be one of those fine powdered laced ^owi 
from over the way corned after you again. 

DICK— (rinn^.) 

An impudent jackanapes 1 111 give him as good 
as he brings. 

MABOEBT. 

Oh, no, not he's monstrous dvd now; for ho 
ehucked me under the chin, and says he, "My 
pretty girl I " 

DICK. 

Ho I monstrous civil indeed, with a yengeance I 

MABGEBT. 

And says he, "Do you belong to this here 
house ? " " Yes, sir," says I, making a curtsy, for I 
'x>uldn't do no less when he spoke so civil ; and sayi 
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he, " Is there an honest cobbler as lives here ? * 
** Yes, sir,* says I, " my husband that is." " Then^ 
ay dear." says he, "just tell him to .step over the 
^ay, for my Lady Amaranthe wishes to speak to 
him immediately." 

DICK. 

A lady? OLordl 

HABOBBT. 

Yes, 80 yon must go directly. Here, take off 
your apron, and let me comb your hair a bit 

DICK. 

What the mischief can a lady want with me I 
Tve nothing to do with ladies, as I knows q£ 

MABOEBT. 

Why, she won't eat you up, I reckon. 

DICK. 

And yet I — I — ^I be afeard, Megt 

MABQEBT. 

A&ard of a lady ! that* s a good one I 

DICK. 

Ay, just — ^if it were a man, I shouldn't caie 

MABOEBT. 

But we've never done no harm to nobody in cm 
whoh lives, so what is there to be afiraid of? 



1 
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DIOK. 

Nay, that* 8 true. 

HAROEBT. 

Now let me help you on with your best coat 
Pooh! what is the man about? — Why, 3ou're 
putting the back to the front, and the front to the 
back, like Paddy from Cork, with his coat but- 
toned behind I 

DIOK. 

My head do turn round, just for all the world 
like a peg-top.*^A lady ! what can a lady have to 
■ay to me, I wonder ? 



May be, she's a customer. 



DIOK. 

No, no, great gentlefolks like she never wean 
patched toes nor heel-pieces, I reckon. 

MABOXKT. 

Here's your hat. Now let me see how you can 
make a bow. {He bows awkwardly.) Hold up 
your head — turn out your toes, ^at will do 
capital! {She walks round him with admiratior*,) 
How nice you look ! there's ne'er a gentleman of 
them all can come up to my Dick. 

DiCK'-ihetUaUng. ) 

But— a — ar— Meg, you'll come with me, won 
youy and just see me safe in at the door, eh ? 
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XABOEBT. 

Yes, to be sure ; walk on before, and let me 
look at 70U. Hold up your head — ^tibere, ihat^s it 

DICK— (marcftan^.) 
Ckme along Hang it, who's afraid X 



BcENB changing to a Drawing-room in the Houh 

ofJjADY AUABAKTHB. 
ikhr Ladt Amabahthx, leaning t^ton htr natd^ 1Cad» 

XOI8ELLB JUSTINB. 
LADT AMABANTHS. 

Avanoez cm fauteuil, ma ch^re! arrangez les 
Gonssins. (Justine settles ike chair ^ and places a 
footstool, Ladt Amaranthe, sinking into the 
arm-chair wUh a languid air,) Justine, I shall die, 
I shall certainly die 1 I never can survive this 1 

JUSTIITB. 

Mon Dleu ! madame, ne parlez pas comme 9^ ! 
t^est m*enfoncer un poignard dans le coeur 1 

LADT AXAKAIVTHB— <i>e9Xltrtn^ly.) 

No rest — ^no possibility of sleeping-^ 

JUSTINE. 

£t le medecin de madame, qui a ordonn^ la plni 
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grande tranquiUitd— ^ui a m^me voula que )e 
taisaifl — moi, par exemple 1 



LADT AMABASTHB. 

After fatiguing myself to death with playing the 
agreeable to disagreeable people, and talking com- 
monplace to commonplace acquaintance, I return 
home, to lay my aching head upon my pillow, and 
just as my eyes are closing, I start — ^I wake, — a 
voice that would rouse the dead out of their graves 
echoes in my ears I In vain I bury my head in the 
pillow — ^in vain draw the curtains close — ^multiply 
defences against my window— change from room 
to room — it haunts me ! Ah 1 I think I hear it still 
(covering her ears) it will certainly drive me dis- 
tracted I 

[Difrtin^ Uiii ^eeck^ JtrsrniB hag made tundnf eaocUk^ 
maiMm and gesturee ea^eedve of horror^ igmpa&if, 
and commueraiiotL] 

JU8T1NB. 

Yraiment, c'est afireuz. 

LADT AlCABANTHB. 

In any more civiUzed country it never oould 

have been endured — I should have had him re- 

Aoved at once ; but here the vulgar people talk of 

laws! 

jusnm. 

Ah, oui, madame, mais il faut avouer que c'est 
id un pays bien barbare, oik tout le monde parle 
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loi et metapbysique, et oA Ton ne fait point de 
difil^rence entre les riches et les pauyres. 

LADT AHARANTHB. 

But what provokes me more than all the rest is 
this nnheard-of insolence I (rises and walks abotU 
lA« roarrij) — a cobbler too— a cobbler who presumes 
to sing, and to sing when all the rest of the world 
IB asleep I This is the march of intellect with a 
vengeance 1 

JUSTUSB. 

C'est vrai, il ne chante que des marches et de 
gros chansons k boire — s'il chantait bien douce- 
ment quelque joli roman par exemple — (She sings') 
dormeZj darmez, mes chers amours I 

LADT AMAAANTHB. 

Justine, did you send the butler over to request 
civilly that he would not disturb me in the mom« 

ing? 

JUSTINE. 

Qui, miladi, dat is, I have send John ; do butler 
he was went out. 

LADT AMARANTHS. 

And his answer was, that he would sing in spite 
of me, and louder than ever? 

JUSTIIVB. 

Oui, miladi, le monstre I il dit comme 9^, dat he 
will ang more louder den ever. 
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UJ>Y AKABASTHB— (mi4»fl|^ O^OtM intO luT cUt.) 

All I the horrid man 1 

JUBTEHX. 

Ah I dere is no politesse, no more den dera if 
police in dis country. 

LAPT AMARAWTHK. 

If Lord Amaranthe were not two hundred milei 
off- -but, as it is, I must find some remedy— -let me 
think — ^bribery, I suppose. Have they sent for 
him ? I dread to see the wretch. What noise is 
that ? allez voir, ma ch^re 1 

jmrnm^goeB and returm,) 

Madame, c'est justement notre homme, Tooles- 
Tons qu'il entre ? 

LADT AMABAHTHB. 

Qui, faites entrer. [She Uam hack in h^ cftoAs 

Entrez, entrez toujours, dat is, come in, good 
mister. 

BnUriyiOK. Hehomfand^wqweginghuhatinhuhamit 
loohs round him with condderable embourroimnmL 

jTJtfTnnB — (to liody Amaranthe.) 

fiah 1 comme il sent le cuir, n est-ce pas, nw 
dame? 
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I«ADT AXABASTHB. 

Faugh I mes sels — ma vinaigrette, Jii8tine-**noii, 
Feau de Cologne, qui est Ik sur la table. ( Jusmn 
hing§ her tome eau de Cbhgne; Ae pourt tome tfpon her 
handkerchiefs and appUet U to her teny^let and to her nofa, 
a$ \f overcome ; <%en, raiting her eye-glatt, the examine9 
Dick from head to fooL) Good man — a — ^praj, what 
18 your name ? 

DICK— (tffiA a profound bow,) 
Dick, please your ladyship. 

LADT AMABAXITHB. 

Hum — a — a — pray, Mr. Dick — 

DIOK. 

Folks just call me plain Dick, my lady. Tm a 
poor honest cobbler, and no mister. 

LADT AMARAWTHB— (pertMft/y.) 

Well, sir, it is of no consequence. You live in 
the small house over the way, I think ? 

DICK. 

Yes, ma'am, my lady, I does ; I rents the attioi. 

I«ADT amarahthb. 

You appear a good civil sort of man enough. 
(He bows,) I sent my servant over to request that 
yon would not disturb me in the night— or the 
morning, as you call it I have very weak health 
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— am quite an inyalid — joar lond singiiig in tbtt 
morning just opposite to my windows 

Ma'am, I— Pm very sorry ; I ax your ladyshqili 
pardon ; ni never sin^ no more above my breadi, 
if yon please. 

JUHTLNJC. 

Comment I c'est honnSte, par exemple. 

LADT AMABAKTHK— {rafpriiedL) 

Then yoa did not tell my servant that you wooH 
ling louder than ever, in spite of me ? 

DICK. 

Me, my lady ? I never said no such thing. 



LADT AMASAHTHB. 



Hiis is strange ; or is there some mistake ? Per- 
hape you are not the same Mr. Dick? 



DICK. 



^^y* y^ T^y l^y* ^or that matter, I be the 
same Dick. {Approaching a few steps^ and 8peal> 
ing conjidentially.) I'll just tell your ladyship the 
whole truth, and not a bit of a lie. There comes 
an impudent fellow to me, and he tells me, just out 
of his own head, I'll be bound, that if I sung o 
momings, he would have me put in the stocks 
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LADT AMABA2STHB. 

Good heavens I 

jusTiBS— <tfi the tame ftme.) 
Giaads dieux I 

DICK— <io»A a grin.) 

Now the stocks is for a rogue, as the saTing is. 
As for my sing^g, that* s neither here nor there ; 
but no jackanapes shall threaten me^ I nM sing if 
I please (sturdily^ and I won't dng if I don^t 
please ; and (lowering his tontf) 1 don't please, if it 
disturbs your ladyship. (^Retreating) I wish your 
ladyship a good day, and better health. 

LADT AMARAWTHK. 

Stay ; you are not then the rade uncivil persoa 
I was told of? 

DICK. 

I hopes I knows better than to do an iinciTil 
thing by a lady. 

[^0101 and rebreaU Unvardg the door, 

LADT AMARANTHE. 

Stay, air — ^a — ^a — one word. 

DICK. 

Oh, as many as you please, ma'am ; Tm in no 
hurry. 

IT 
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LADT AKARABTHB— (jPrOCtOlM^.) 

Are you married? 

DICK— (niMm^ Jiis handi wUh glee.} 

Tea, ma'aui) I be ; and to as tight a bit of a ni 
as any in the parish. 

JUSTUIB. 

Ah I 11 parait qae ce Monaenr Dick aime m 
femme I Est-il amusant ! 

LADT AKARAMTHBi 

Yon love her then ? 

DICK. 

Oh, then I do I I love her with all my heart I 
who could help it ? 

LADT AMABASTHE. 

Indeed I and how do yon live ? 

DICK. 

Why, bless you, ma'am, sometimes well, some- 
times ill, according as I have luck and work. 
When we can get a bit of dinner, we eat it, and 
when we can't why, we go without : or, may be, a 
kind neighbour helps us. 

LADT AMABAaTBB. 

Poor creatures 1 



1 

•I 
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DJOK. 

Oh, not 30 poor neither, mj ladj ; many folks u 
woreer off. Pm always merry, night and day ; and 
my Meg is the good temperedst, best wife in the 
world. We've never had nothing from the pari&b, 
and never will, please God, while I have health 
and hands. 

LADT AMABASTHB. 

And yon are happy ? 

DIOK. 

As happy as the day is long. 

LADT AXAaAllTHlfr— (OfidSs.) 

This is a lesson to me. £h bien, Justine I voQII 
done notre sauvago ! 

jusmiB. 

H est genial ce Monsieur Dick, et a present que 
* )e le regarde — ^vraiment il a une assez jolie toup* 
nure. 

LADT AHARABTHB— (lOiA MCfeOfMI^ kUentL) 

Have 3rou any children ? 

DICK— (wAft a jjyA.) 
No, ma'am ; and thaf s the only thing as fieti m, 

LADT AMABAKTHE. 

Good heavens I you do not mean to say yon wi 
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for them, and have scarce enoagh for yoitrselvotf 
how would you feed (hem ? 

DIOK. 

Oh, I should leave Meg to feed them ; I BhocLd 
Imto nothing to do but to work for them. Provi- 
dence would take care of us while they were little; 
and, when they were big, they would help us. 

LADT AMABANTHS— {Oftds.) 

I could not have conceived this. (^She tchispen 
Justine, who goes out.) (7b Dick.) Can I do 
any thing to serve you ? 

DIOK. 

Only, if your ladyship could Tecommend me tcay 
custom ; I mend shoes as cheap as e'er a cobbler in 
London, though I say it 

X*ADT AMABAJSrasOm 

I shall certidnly desire that all my people eflft' 
ploy you whenever there is occasion. 

EeSnter Justine, holding a purse in her h^L 

moKr-^iowmg,) 

Much obliged, my lady; I hopes to give satis- 
&ction, but (looking toiih admiration at Ladt 
Amaranthe's^o! as it rests on the footstool) such 
ft preUy, little, delicate, beautiful foot as yon, I 
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nerer fitted in ail xny Ibom claja. It cim't coil 
your ladyship much in shoe leader, I guess ? 

Bather more than you would imaji^ine, I fimcy. 
my good fiiend. 

JUBTIHB. 

Comment done— *ce Monsieur Dick, fait auMi 
del complimens k Madame? II ne manque pai 
de goAif^aside) et il aait oe qull fmt| apparea^ 
ment. 

XiADT AMASABTHX^^Zancm^ at Aer/ooC) 

Celt k dire — il a du bon sens, et ne park pai 
mal. (^She takes the purse*} As you so civilly 
obliged me, you must allow me to make you soma 
return. 

DICK. — {putims ^ ^^'"^ hehind Aun.) 

Me, ma'am ! Fm sure I don't want to be paid fiv 
bdngciviL 

LADT AMARAWTHB. 

But as I have deprived yon of a pleasure, mj 
good Mend, some amends surely^-* 

DICK. 

Oh, ma'am, pray don't mention it ; my wife's m 
little tired and sleepy sometimes of a morning, and 
if I didn't ang her out of bed, I do think she would, 
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by chance, anooze away till tax o'clock, like any 
duchess ; but a pinch or a shake or a kiss will do ai 
well, may be; and (earnestly) she's, for all that, 
the best woman in the world. 

LADT AMASABTHB — {tmiUng,) 

I can believe it, though she does sleep till ax 
o'clock like a duchess. Well, my good friend, there 
are five guineas in this purse ; the purse is my own 
work; and I request yon will present it to your 
wife from me, with many thanks for your civili^. 

viCK—{confusecL) 

Much obliged, much obliged, but I can't, I can*t 
indeed, my lady. Five guineas! O Lord! I 
should never know what to do with such a power 
of money. 

LADT AMARANTHB. 

Your wife will not say the same, depend upon 
it ; she will find some use for it. 

DICK. 

My Meg, poor woman ! she never had so much 
money in all her life. 

LADY AMARAWTHE. 

I must insist upon it ; you will offend me. 

JU&tant— {taking the purse out of her lady's handf asidfirc* 

ing U upon Dick.) 

IKeux ! est-il bSte I — ^you no understand ? — It m 
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de gold and de mlvcr money (laughing) Comme 
il a Pair ^bahi 1 

DICK— (puttJR^ tp (ke monejf,) 

Many thanks, and I pray God bless your ladyw 
ship I 

LADT AMARANTHK— <ffay?y.) 

Good morning, Mr. Dick. Remember me to 
your wife. 

DICK. 

I will, my lady. I wish your ladyship, and yon^ 
miss, a good morning. ( To himself.) Five guineas 1 
— ^what will Meg say ? — Now I'll be a master shoe- 
maker. (Going out in an ecstasy ^ he knocks hb 
head against the wall,) 

LADT AMABASTHB. 

Take care, fiiend. Montrez-lui la porte, Justine 1 

JUSTDIB. 

Mais yenez done. Monsieur Dick — par ici— et 
o'allez pas donner le nez contre la porte ! 

IDiCKfoHom JusTiHB oui qf (he door, ctfter makin§ 
severcUbows, 

LADT AHABAlfTBB. 

Poor man I — ^well, he's silenced — ^he does not 
look as if he would sing, morr ing or nighty for the 
%ext twelve months. 



lUlnter Jubtimi 



Vfud Madame MinceCalUe, qui rient poor e» 
n^ 1ft rab»de-bal de modame. 



Ahl aUonadono. 



7%t ScKNC tAanget lo th4 CobbUt't OarreL 



u 



Not come back yet T what can fceep ^im, I -won- 
der I (ratM of her bonnet and ihaid.) Well, I 
must get the dinner ready. (Pausei, and loola 
anxioiM.) Bat, somehow, I feel not easy in my 
mind. What could tbey want with him ? — Hark I 
(Goei to At door) No— what ft time he isl Bnt 
■nppoae they should 'dite him for a nuisance — O 
me I or send him to Ihe watch-house — O my poor 
dear Dick I I must go and see after him I I must 
go this very instant momenti iSnalehu tip htr 
bomitL) Oh, I hear him now ; bnt how slowly h« 
tomes up! 

[Aunf (a A« (iBt , omf (eoib Ua •■ 
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Enter Dick. 

XAROERT. 

Oil, m} dear, dear Dick, I am so glad yon are 
come at last I But how pale jovl look 1 all I don't 
know how! What's the matter? why don't you 
■peak to me, Dick, love ? 

mcK—ifamdng hbme\f loift Jd»haL) 
Let me breathe, wife. 

MABOSBT. 

But what's the matter? where have you beenf 
who did yon see? what did they say to yoa? 
womet tell me qnick* 

SIOK. 

Why, Meg, how your tongue does gallop ! as if 
1 man could answer twenty questions in a breath. 

MABGEBT. 

Did you see the lady herself? Tell me that 

DICK — {looking round the roomtuqficioudy,) 
Shut the door first 



There. [ShuU A 

DICK. 

Shut the other. 

XABOEBT. 

Tha other ?— There. [K&«t» i 



There's no lock ; and that yon know. 
No lock ;—tIieii we shall all be robbed . 



i 



Bobbed of wb&t? Sure, there's nothing hen 
ibr any one to rob I Tou never took sach a tfamg 
into joDT head before. 

[Dick goa to &» dx>r,atidlrUttoJiutalil. 

lUBOEBT — ( audt, ) 
For aartm, he's bewitched — or have the; giren 
lum something to drink? — or, perhaps, he's ill. 
(Ferjr affectionately, and laying her hand on hit 
(iouUer.) Are you oot well, Dick, love ? Will 
von go to bed, sweetheart? 

DICK— <5™#if-) 
No. Go to bed in the broad day 1 — the womanli 
Bracked. 

■UBGEBT — {tehingitriitg.) 

0\ IHck, what in the worid has come to yon f 



Nothing — nothing but good, yon fooi 'Hteiw^ 
there — don't cry, I tell you. 
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MAROEBT — {toiping her effe$.) 
And did you see the lady? 

DICK. 

Ay, I seed her; and a most beautiful lady she iSi 
■nd she sends her sarrice to you. 

MABGEBT. 

Indeed I lauk-a-dsusy ! Pm sure Pm moch 
obliged — but what did she say to you ? 

DIOK. 

Oh, she said this, and that, and f other — a great 
deaL 

HABOBBT. 

But what, Dick ? 

DICK. 

Why, she said — she said as how I sung so fine, 
she couldn't sleep o' mornings. 

HABOEBT. 

Sleep o' mornings ! that's a good joke I Let 
people sleep o' nights, I say. 

DICK — {solemnly. ) 

But she can't, poor soul, she's very HI ; she has 
oains here, and pains there, and everywhere. 

MABOEBT. 

Indeed I poor lady I then you mustn't disturb hef 
no more, Dick, thaf s a sure thing. 
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DIOK. 

Aj, 80 1 said ; and so she gave me this. 

[Taketoutikepwse^aiiidJuilAiiMpk 

MABOSBT— <e&^flpM^ her kamtb.) 

O goodness ! whal a fine pone I— Is there an/ 
thing in it ? 

DICK— (c&tfiib Ae money.) 
Do ye hear that ? Guess now. 

Five shillings, perhaps, eh ? 

DICK. 

five shillings I — ^fiye guineas, goA, 

MABOBBT— <ia&A a fcreom.) 

Five guineas I five guineas I (skqts aftotit) tal, 
lal, la ! five guineas I (Runs, and embraces her Aiia- 
band,) Oh, Dick I well be so rich and so happy. 
I want a power of things. Fll have a new gown — 
lavender, shall it be ? — Yes, it shall bliB lavender 
and a dimity petticoat ; and a lace cap, like Mrk- 
Finchtoe's, with pink ribbons — ^how she will stare 1 
and 111 have two silver spoons, and a nutmeg- 
grater, and — • 

DIOK. 

Ho, ho, hoi what a jabber I din, din, din 
YoolU have this, and you'll have that 1 First, PL 
have a good stock of neaf s leather. 
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ICABOBST. 

Welly welly give me the pfazse ; HI take care of 
't ISnatdiMaiiL 

DIOX. 

KOf thankee, Til take care of it. 

MAROEBT — {coaxing. ) 
Yoa know I always keep the money, Dick I 

DIOK. 

Ay, Meg, but Fll keep this, do ye mind ? 

XABOEBT. 

What I keep it all to yourself? — ^No, you wont ; 
an't I your wife, and haven't I a right ? I ax yon 
that 

DIOK. 

Pooh I don't be bothering me. 

HABQEBT. 

Come, give it me at once, there's a dear Dick I 

X>ICK. 

What, to waste it all in woman's nonsense and 
Aippery ? Don't be a fool I we're rich, and we'll 
keep it safe. 

HABOEBT. 

Why, Where's the use of money but to iBpead? 
Come, come, I tM have it 
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DICK. 

Hej-dayl you mQ?— You shan't* whos Am 
master here, I say ? 

HABQERT— (^NZtfUmofely.) 

Why, if you come to that, who's the mistrea 
here, I say ? 

DICK. 

Now, Meg, don't yon go for to provoke me. 



Pooh I I defy you. 

DICK— (dbtt&fin^ kUfd.) 
Don't you put me in a pasdon, Meg ! 

MABGSBT. 

Get along ; I don't care that for you ! (sncgn iler 
fingers,) You used to be my own dear Dick, and 
now you're a cross, miserly curmudgeon — 

DICK — {qwUftariom. ) 

You will have it then ! Why, then, take it, with 
a mischief; take that, and that, and that! 

[He beeUaher; Ae »Bream§, 

MABGBBT. 

Oh I oh I oh i— pray don't — pray — (Breaks from 
ftfni, and throws herself into a chair,) O Dick ! m 
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go for to strike me I O that I should ever see the 
day I — ^you cruel, unkind Oh ! oh I 

lOnerg her f (ice tdih her apron, sobSf and cries ! andhe 
§Umds looking at her sheepishly, A long pause. 

DICK — (m grecU agitaUon.) 

£h, why I women be made of eggshells, I do 
think. Why, Meg, I didn't hurt you, did I ? why 
don't you speak ? Now, don't you be sulky, come ; 
it wasn't much. A man is but flesh and blood, afler 
all ; come, I say — ^I'll never get into a passion with 
you again to my dying day — I won't — come, don't 
cry ; (tries to remove the apron ;) come, kiss, and be 
friends. Won't you forgive your own dear Dick, 
won't you ? (ready to cry) She won't ! — Here, here's 
the money, and the purse and all — take it, do what 
you like with it. (She shakes her head.) What, you 
won't then? why, then, there — (throws it on the 
ground.) Deuce fetch me if ever I touch it again ! 
and I wish my fingers had been burnt before ever 
I took it, — so I do I (with feeling.) We were so 
happy this morning, when we hadn't a penny to 
bless ourselves with, nor even a bit to eat ; and 
now, since all this money has come to us of a sud- 
dent, why, it's all as one as if old Nick himself were 
in the purse. Ill tell you what, Meg, eh t shall I ? 
Shall I take it back to the lady, and give our duty 
to her, and tell her we don't want her guineas, 
shall I, Meg ? shall I, dear heart ? 

IDwing the last feto toords Maroebt lets the qprom foM 
from her face, boks tjp at Atni, and smUes. 
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X>ICK. 

Oh, that's right, and we'll be happj agdn, and 
never quarrel more. 

UABOEBT. 

No, never 1 (they embrace.) Take it away, for 
I can't bear the sight of it. 

DICK. 

Take it you then, for yon know, Meg, I sud I 
would never touch it again ; and what I saya^ I 
aays— «nd what I says, I sticks to. 

[PmkeB U iawardi het wUh kis/bei, 

KABOEBT. 

And so do I : and I vowed to myself Uiat I 
wouldn't touch it, and I won't 

lEdaUbackiaMm. 

DIOK. 

How shall we manage then ? Oh, I have it 
Fetch me the tongs here. (Takes up the purse m 
the iongsy and holds it at arm's length,) Now Fm 
going. So, Meg, if you repent, now's the time. 
Speak-— or forever hold your tongue. 

MABGEBT. 

Me repent ? No, my dear Dick I I feel, somdiow, 
quite light, as if a great lump were gone away from 
here. 

ILajfiiiff her hands ob her ioeom 
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DICK. 

And 80 do I ; so come along. We never should 
nai e believed this, if we hadn't tried ; but its jus^ 
what my old mother used to say — Much coin, 

MUCH CABE.* 

• It need hardly be obMrfied that this Uttto trifle was wxlttMi 
aolndvely for yoong ATioiv, to ^^tm fbe ityle wae adapted. 
The inljeot Is Imitated from one of Thfodon Leelexq'i iVcwirtoi 
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And to QQftxU tiM hvnvn into baraty, 
Tliat olyo ip art 

▼xHiOB| 66pt0mb6ry 1846* 
If I wer^ required to sum up in two great 
names whatever the art of punliiig had contem- 
plated and achieved of highest and best, I woidd 
Invoke Raphael and Titian. The former as the 
most perfect example of all that has been accom- 
plished in the expresson of thought through the 
medium of form ; the latter, of all that has been 
accomplished in the expression of life through the 
medium of color. Hence it is, that, while both 
have given us mind, and both have ^ven uf 
beauty, AUnd is ever the characteristic of Baphael 
— Beauty^ that of Titian. 

Considered under this point of view, these won- 
derful men remain to us as representatives of tJM 
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two great departments of art All who went be- 
fore them, and all who follow after them, may be 
ranged under the banners of one or the other of 
these great kings and leaders. Under the ban- 
ners dt Raphael appear the msgestic tlunkers in 
art, the Florentine and Boman painters of the fif 
teenth and dxteenth centuries ; and Albert Durer, 
in Grermany. Ranged on the side of Titian ap- 
pear the Venetian, the Lombard, the Spanish, and 
Flemish masters. When a school of art arose 
which aimed at uniting the characteristics of both, 
what was the result ? A something second-hand 
and neutral — the school of the Academicians and 
the ManneristSy a crowd of painters, who neither 
felt what they saw, nor saw what they felt; who 
trusted neither to the God within them, nor the 
nature aroimd them ; and who ended by giving na 
Form without Soul — Beauty without Life. 

I once heard it said, by a celebrated oonncnssenr 
of the present day, " that there were but three 
inventors or originators in modem artr-Gior^one, 
Correggio, and Rembrandt. Each of these broke 
up a new path for himself; they were inventors^ 
inasmuch as they saw nature truly, yet under an 
aspect which had never before been rendered 
through the medium of art Raphael had the an- 
tique, and l^tian had Giorgione, as precursors and 
models." This is true; and yet to impugn the 
originality of Raphael and Titian, is like impugn- 
Jig the originality of Shakspeare. They, like him, 
did not hesitate to use, as means, the material pre* 
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tented to them by the minds of others, rhey, 
like him, had minds of such universal and un- 
equalled capacity, that all other originalities seem 
to be swallowed up-— comprehended, as it were, in 
theirs. How much, in point of framework and 
material, Shakspeare adopted, unhesitatingly, from 
the playwrights of his time is sufficiently known; 
how frankly Raphael borrowed a figure from one 
of his contemporaries, or a group fnHn the An- 
tique, is notorious to all who have studied hit 
works. 

I know that there are critics who look upon Ra- 
phael as having sectUarized, and Titian as having 
sensualized art ; I know it has become a fashion to 
prefer an old Florentine or Umbrian Madonna to 
Baphael's Galatea; and an old German hard- 
visaged, wooden-limbed saint to Titian's Venus. 
Under one point of view, I quite agree with the 
critics alluded to. Such preference commands our 
approbation and our sympathy, if we look to the 
height of the aim proposed, rather than to the conn 
pleteness of the performance as such. But here I 
am not considering art with reference to its aims or its 
associations, religious or classic ; nor with reference 
to individual tastes, whether they lean to piety or 
poetry, to the real or the ideal ; nor as the reflection 
of any prevailing mode of belief or existence ; but 
simply as akt, as the Muta Poesi'jt, the interpreter 
between nature and man ; giving back to us her 
foirns with the utmost truth of imitation, and, at 
Ihe same time, clothing them with a high signifi- 
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1£, tat imhince, m aie to ttmntkr peinth^ « 
pudjr rdigMMHyve ohhI go baek to the infiuic^ 
of modem aii^i^en die ■!r]iriwian of geatjineat 
«if all in all, and te capwaBon of life in actios 
DolUng; iriwii, leverng die aim of Greek ail* 
the limbf and inn voce delMsdre, wkile cbam^ 
ter, ai it if ffaown in phfnognomj, waa deJicatdy 
Alt and trolj rendered. And K, on the otfaor 
hand, we are to consider art merelj as perfeot 
Sit iifa t t a np IPO most flo to the Dntehmen of dm 
aerenteenth centnr/. Art is onlj perfection whan 
k fills OS with the idea of petfedion ; when we are 
«ot called on to si^plj defieieneieSy or to set limili 
to oor demands; and dns lifting op of the heait 
and soul, this felnem of satisfitPtion and deligbti 
we find in the works of Baphael and Titian. In 
diis onl J ahke-4n an eke, bow different 1 Di£te^ 
est as were the men themseli n es t he antip odes ef 
each odier I 

In anodier place, I might be tempted to pnnae 
die comparison, or nther c on trast, between these 
two wonhi{^n and Ugb-priesla of the Beantifiil, 
in ail other respects so nnlike^-^working, as one 
might say, uider a different dispeosatioo. But 
Raphael, elsewhere the god of my idolatry, seems 
here—^ Venice — to have become to me like a diih 
tant star, and the system of which he is the ama» 
Ing central orb or planet, lor awhile remoTod and 
oonqjutraitiTely dim; while Titian reigns at hand> 
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Am prMent ddty, tibe bright infonning sun oi tlui 
onchanted worid, this Bea-girt citjr, where %ht| 
aftd color, and beant} are, ^^whereTcr we lode, 
nherever we moTe." In Venice, I see CTexy* 
where Uttao ; ai in his pictares, I see, or rather I 
fedy Venice ; not the mere external features of 
ttie locality, sot the material Venice — buildingty 
i^nirches, canab — bat a tpirit which is nowhere 
else on eartih to be perceived, fdt, or understood, 
hut hero ! Here, where we float about as in a 
waking dream — here, where all is at (mce so old 
aod 80 new^-so familiar and so wonderful — sa 
ftwsh to the fimcy, and so intimaito to the memory 1 
flhese palaces, with their arabesque facades and 
aanred balconies, and portals gveen widi seaweed; 
and these tidl towering belfries, and liiese Mack 
^ding gondolas, hanre we not seen tiiem a tiboo- 
•and and a liiousand times reproduced to fency, 
in pictures vivid and real as thenwelves? And 
fet, every time we come upon them, though it 
were ten times in an hour, do we not feel inclined 
to clap our hands, and exclaim aloud, like delighted 
ehfldren when l^e curtain draws up at their first 
l^ay ? 1 to make children of us again, nothing 
like Venice 1 

And so it is with Utian's pictures: ihey nake 
children of us again ; they surprise us with die 
feeling of a presence ; they mdt us with a familiar 
sympathy ; we rejoice in them as we do in mnsio, 
« spring-tide, in the fresh air and morning breaA 
af flowers. It is long before we can bring the i» 
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tellect to bear on tliem, for the faculties of ./odg 
ment and comparison are lost in the perception of 
beauty, in admiration, in faith unbounded. In 
them we acknowledge that '* touch of nature which 
makes the whole world kin." And where but at 
Yenice could Titian have lired and worked ? I 
know not well how or why it is, but color, which 
teems elsewhere an accidental property of things, 
seems to be here a substance, an existence, a part 
of one's Tery life and soul;— color vivid and in- 
tense, broken by reflected lights flung from glano- 
ing waters, and enhanced by strange contrasts of 
wide-spread sunny seas, and close-shut shadowy 
courtyards, overgrown with vines, or roses, or 
creeping verdure in all the luxury of neglect, each 
with its well and overhanging fig-tree in the 
midst These court yards, haunts of quiet seclu- 
sion and mystery, in which I should think is 
concentred the Venetian idea of a home — how 
few who visit Venice know of their cool, silent, 
picturesque recesses ! Tet to understand and feel 
Titian aright, we ought to know Venice thoroughly, 
^ts cortUi as well as its canals ; for it is precisely 
these peculiar, these merely local charaeteristict— 
this subdued gloom in the midst of dazzling sun- 
shine; this splendor of hue deepened, not dark* 
ened, by shade ; this seclusion in the midst of vast- 
ness; this homeliness in the midst of grandeur 
this artlessness in the midst of art ; this repose in 
the midst of the fulness of life; which we feei 
ilike in Titian's pictures, and in Venice. 
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And then bis men and women, — ^his subtle, dark, 
keen-eyed, grand-looking men; and his full-formed, 
luxuriant, yet delicate-featured women — are they 
not here still ? Such I have seen as I well remem« 
ber, at dkfesta on the Lido ; women with just such 
eyes, dark, lustrous, melancholy, — ^and just such 
hair, in such redundance, plaited, knotted, looped 
round the small elegant heads — sometimes a tress 
or two escaping from the bands, and falling from 
their own weight, — so like his and Palma's and 
Paolo's rich-haired St. Catherines and St. Barbaras, 
one would have imagined them as even now walked 
outof their pictures,^-or rather walked into them, 
— for the pictures were yet more like life than the 
life like pictures. 

And with regard to the Venetian women : every 
one must remember in the Venetian pictures, not 
only the peculiar luxuriance, but the peculiar color 
of the hair, of every golden tint from a rich full 
shade of auburn to a sort of yellow flaxen hue,-— or 
rather not flaxen, but like raw silk, such as we have 
seen the peasants in Lombardy carrying over their 
arms, or on their heads, in great, shining, twisted 
neaps. I have sometimes heard it asked with won« 
der, whether those pale golden masses of hair, the 
true ^^ hiondina** tint, could have been always 
natural ? On the contrary, it was oflener artificial 
•^the color, not the hsdr. In the days of the elder 
Palma and Giorgione yellow hair was the fashion, 
and the paler the tint the more admired. The 
women had a method of discharging the natural 
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cobr hy^nAwmsbmg dieir tresses in tome cliMbieal 
preparatioii, and dien ezpoong fliem to the nan, I 
luvre sees a cnrioos old YenetiaQ print, periupt 
ailirieal, which representi this process. A ladf Is 
Mated on the roof^ or bakony, of her faoose, weai^ 
ing a sort of braad-brimmed hot without a crown ; 
the long hair is drawn over diese wide brims, and 
ei»ead out in the sunshine, while the &ce is cob^ 
pletely shaded. How they eontrived to escape a 
brun ferer, or a coup de ioleU, is a wonder ;-HUid 
irvly of all the mnltifaxions freaks of faahion and 
Taoity, I know none more etraage than this, nnk« 
it be the contrirance of the women af Antigna, to 
obtain a new natural eomplexioa. I have been 
speaking here of the people ; but aaxy one who has 
looked up at a Yenetian lady standing on her bal« 
cony, in the ereniog M^biA, oar peeping out fron the 
window of her gondola, must be struck at onee w^ 
the resemblance in color and coumtenaQce to the 
f)ictures he has just seen in <dinrches and gaUerieik 
We may also contrast in the Yenetian portraits tiie 
plaan black habiisB of tlie men {the only exeeption 
being the crimson robes of tibe Procuradori dl San 
Biarco), with the splendid dnesses and jewels of the 
women, to whom, apparently, the sumptuary laws 
did not extend; and still yon see tiieir love of 
ornaments, wid of gay, deeded, Imght colors, whidi 
nowhere eke appear so bright as at Yenice. 

I am acquainted with an English artist, who, 
being struck by the Tiyid tioyls of some stu^Si wUeh 
he saw worn by the women, and which appeerad 
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m'hSmptmstity tke iaia« as tibofe he admii^ iii 
TIdaa and Fsnl Verofiese, purefaased some peee* 
•f the lame ^biic, and brought them to England } 
bat he soon found that for his purpose he ought to 
haTB brought the Yenetittn afcmosphere with him. 
When unpacked in Lmdon the reds seemed aa 
difigy, and the tcOows as diir^, aaad the blues atf 
imokj, as our own. 

But it IB not merely the brightness and puritj* 
Cf the atmos{Ji8re--«]80where in Italy as pure and 
m bx{ght-*it is still moi9 the paardenlar mode of 
codstence at Yenice, which has rendered the per* 
eeptioo of colors in masses so great a source of 
pleaaore, while it has become a leading charactetris* 
tic ia y eaetian art. There is a moet interesting 
ttote Impended to the translation of ^ Goethe's 
Theory' of Colors," which exemplifies, and, in some 
sort, explains this reladon between the circiui^ 
stances of the hxuility, aad the peculiar sentimenf 
of the painters aa regards the treatment of colon 
The translator (Mr. Eastlake), after some g^ieral 
lemarks on rarious systems of c<^ring in various 
schools, thus oontiilued: "The cdor of general 
BCture maj be obseryed in all places, with aknodt 
equal convenienee; but with regard to an impoii- 
tant quality iu living nature, namely, the color of 
the fleshy perhaps latere are no circumstances, in 
#h]eb its efieeis at different distances can be so 
eottveniently compared, as when the observer and 
Ihe obsetved gradually Approach and glide past 
iwh other on so smooth an element, and in so un* 
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disturbed a manner, as on the canals, and in Qm 
gondolas at Venice; the complexions, from the 
peculiar mellow carnations of the Italian women to 
the sunburnt features and limbs of the mariners, 
presenting at the same time the fullest variety in 
another sense. At a certain distance — the color 
being always assumed to be unimpaired by inter- 
posed atmosphere — the reflections appear kindled 
to intenser warmth, the fiery glow of Gioi^one is 
strikingly apparent, the color is seen in its largest 
relation. The macchiay an expression used so em* 
phatically by Italian writers (t. e, the local color), 
appears in all its quantity; and the reflections 
being the focus of warmth, the hue seems to deepen 
in shade." As the gondola floats towards us, '^ a 
nearer view gives the detail of cooler tints more 
perceptibly, and the forms are more distinct. 
Hence Lanzi is quite correct when, in distinguish- 
ing the style of Titian from that of Gioigione, he 
says, that Titian's was at once more defined and 
less fiery ; in a still nearer observation the eye de- 
tects the minute lights which Leonardo da Vinci 
says were incompatible with the effects we have 
just been describing, and which, accordingly, we 
never find in Titian and Gior^one." " In assum- 
ing that the Venetian painters may have acquired 
a taste for this breadth of color under the circum- 
stances alluded to, it is moreover to be remembered, 
diat the time for this agreeable study was the even- 
ing; when the sun had already set behind the hills 
tgf Bassano ; when the light was glowing but di^ 
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Rued; when the shadows were 8ofi--conditions all 
agreeing with the character of their coloring ; aboTe 
all, when the hour invited the &irer portion of the 
population to betake themselves in their gondolas 
to the Lagunes." 

It results from this, that what we call the ^ Yene* 
tlan coloring " is at Venice a truth ; it is the faitb- 
ful transcript of certain effects, having their causes 
in the very nature of the things and the conditions 
of the existence around us ; but, elsewhere, it is a 
fashion, an imitation, a beautiful supposition; we 
are obliged to grant those conditions which herp 
we see and feeL 

The character of grandeur given to color, both 
by Giorgione and Titian, and more particularly by 
Giorgione, is very extraordinary. The style of the 
Caravaggio and Guercino school, with their abrupt 
UghtB and shadows, their '* light upon dark, and 
dark upon light,** may be very effective and excit* 
ing, but, to my taste, it is tricky and vulgar in com- 
parison to the Venetian style. It is like an epigram 
compared with a lyric, or a melodrama compared 
with an epic poem. 

That which in Giorgione was the combined re- 
sult of a powerful and imaginative temperament, 
and a peculiar organic sensibility to the appear- 
ances of external nature, was more modified by 
fbservation and comparison In Titian; but GioP' 
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glone was tke tn» poet sod prophet, the precnnot 
of wliat Babsequentlj beoame the manner of the 
school, as we see it lA the best of the late Yeiui* 
tiaafly Fletra della Yeoehia, Tlepolo, and othethr 

It is this all-pervading presence of lighty asid thin 
tofifusion of rich color glowing through the deepest 
shadoi^, which make the very life and soul of 
Venice; but not aU who have dwelt in Yenicef 
and breathed her lur and lived in her life, have 
£ilt their influences; it b the want q£ them wladi 
leadets so many a£ Canaletti's pictores &lse and 
unsatifllhctory — ^to me at least All the time I was 
at Yemce I was in a rage wkh CanalettL I could 
not come upon a palace, or a church, or a comei 
of a canal which I had not seen in one or other 
of fais pictures. At eveiy moment I was raminded 
of him. But how has he painted Venice ? just as 
we have the face of a beloved friend reproduced 
by the daguerreotype, or by some bad consciea* 
tiotts painter — some ISbIIow who gives us eyes, nosoi 
aAd mouth by measure ai ccnnpass, and leaves 
out all sentiment, all eonntttianee ; we cannot deny 
the identity, and we cannot endure it. Where in 
Canaletti are the glowing evening skies — the trans- 
parent gleaming waters — ^the bright green of the 
rine-shadowed Traghelto — the freshness and the 
glory — ^the dreamy, aerial, fantastic splendor of 
this dty of the sea ? Look at one of his pietures 
—all is real, opaque, solid, stony, formal ;^veB 
skies and water — and is that Venice ? 

^But,** says my fiiend, ^ if yon would have Ye* 
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ice, seek it in Turner's pictures ! " True, 1 may 
■eek it, but shall I find it? Venice is like a 
dream ; — ^but this dream upon the canvas, do 70a 
call this Venice ? The exquisite precision of form, 
the wondrous beauty of detail, the clear, delicate 
lines of the flying perspectiye— so sharp and de- 
fined in the midst of a flood of brightness — ^where 
are they? Canaletti gives us the forms without 
the color or light Turner, the color and light 
without the forms. 

But if you would take into your soul the very 
soul. and inward life and spirit of Venice — ^breathe 
the same air — ^go to Titian ; there is more of Ven- 
ice in his ^^ Comano Family," or his '^ Pesaro 
Madonna," than in aU the Ganaletds in the cor- 
ridor at Windsor. Beautiful they are, I must 
needs say it; but when I think of enchanting 
Venice, the most beautiful are to me like proie 
translations of poetry, — petrifactions, materialities: 
" We start, for life is wanting there 1 " ♦ 

I know not how it is, but certainly things that 

would elsewhere displease, delight us at Venice. 

It has been s^dd, for instance, "put down the 

church of St. Mark anywhere but in the Piazza, 

it is barbarous ;** here, where east and west have 

met to blend together, it is glorious. And again, 

with regard to the sepulchral effigies in our 

* Quardi glTes the local oolcning of Yenioe more truly tbaa 
Oanaletti : Bonolngtoa better than either, in one or two «» 
implee which remain to us. I remember particularly a pletnn, 
which is, or was, in the poowerion of Mr. Hanroe, d PMii- 
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shnrches— I have always been of Mr. Wesbna* 
sott's principles and party ; always on the side of 
(ihose who denounce the intrusion of monuments of 
human pride insolently paraded in God's temple ; 
and surely cavaliers on prancing horses in a church 
should seem the very acmio£ such irreverence and 
impropriety in taste ; but here the impression is far 
different O those awful, grim, mounted wamon 
and doges, high over our heads against the walls of 
the San Giovanni e Paolo and the Frari ! — ^man 
and horse in panoply of state, colossal, life-like^- 
Buspended, as it were, so far above us, that we can- 
not conceive how they came there, or are kept 
there, by human means alone. It seems as though 
they had been lifted up and fixed on .their aiiy 
pedestals as by a spell. At whatever hour I visited 
those churches, and that was almost duly, whether 
at mom, or noon, or in the deepening twilight, still 
did those marvellous effigies — ^man and steed, and 
trampled Turk ; or mitred doge, upright and stiff 
in his saddle — fix me as if fascinated; and still I 
looked up at them, wondering every day with a new 
wonder, and scarce repressing the startled exclama- 
tion, " Good heavens ! how came they there ? " 

And not to forget the great wonder of modem 
times, — ^I hear people talking of the railroad across 
the Lagune, as if it were to unpoetize Venice ; aa 
if this new approa^'li we^ a malignant invention 
to bring the siren of the Adriatic into the '* dull 
iwtalogue of common things ; " and they call on 
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to j<nn tlie ontcry, to echo sentimental dennncift* 
tions, quoted out of MurraT's Handbook ; but 1 
eannot— I have no sympathy with them. To me, 
that tremendous bridge, spanning the sea, only 
adds to the wonderful one wonder more ; — to grea* 
sources of thought one yet greater. Those pei^ 
sons, methinks, must be strangely prosaic an fond 
who can see poetry in a Gothic pinnacle, or a 
crumbling temple, or a gladiator's circus, and in 
this gigantic causeway and its seventy-five arches 
traversed with fiery speed by dragons, brazen- 
winged, to which neither alp nor ocean can oppose 
a barrier — ^nothing but a common-place. I must 
say I pity them. / see a future fraught with hopes 
finr Venice : — 

Twining memories of old time 
With new virtues more sublime! 

I will join in any denunciations against the d^ 
Tastators, whitewashers, and so-called renovators; 

may they be ^rewarded ! But in the midst of our 

regrets for the beauty that is outworn or profaned, 
why should we despond, as if the fountains of 
beaut}'' were reserved in heaven, and flowed no 
more to us on earth ? Why should we be always 
looking back, till our heads are wellnigh twisted 
off our shoulders ? Why all our reverence, all our 
faith for the past, as if the night were already come 
•* in which no man can work ? " — as if there were 
not a long day before us for effort in the cause of 
kumanity — for progress in the knowledge of good? 

While thinking of that colossal range of pien 
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and arw/ies, bestiiding the sea — massy and darit 
•gainst the golden sunset, as I last saw them, I am 
reminded of another occasion, on which I beheld 
the poetxy of science and civilization, and the 
poetry of memory and association, brought intu 
dose and startling propinquity. 

At this time it happened that the young queen 
of Greece was at Venice. We used to meet her 
sometimes gliding about in an open gondola, wiUi 
her picturesque attendants ; and with that kind of 
Uiterest which those singled out for high and mourxk' 
(ul destinies excite in every human heart, we could 
not help watching her as she passed and repassed, 
and looking into her countenance, pale and ele- 
gant, and somewhat sad. I believe it was partly in 
her honor and partly to amuse two boy-princes of 
Austria, also there, that a French aeronaut was 
engaged on a certain day to ascend in his balloon 
from the Campo di San Luca. Now every one 
knows that as the streets of Venice are merely 
paved alleys, so these open spaces, dignified by the 
name of campi (fields or squares}, are, most of 
them, not larger than the little paved courts in the 
heart of London-^gaps, breathing^places, some 
few yards square. On this grand occasion, the 
whole of the Campo di San Luca was let out, 
every window occupied. We also were of the in- 
vited, but we wisely considered that it would be 
much like looking up at the balloon from the bot* 
tom of a well. So we ordered our gondolier to 
now us out on the Grand Canal, and in the diiec 
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bon which we knew the wind would disoreetlff 
oblige the aeronaut to take, that is, towards the 
main land ; and there we floated about in the open 
Lagune beyond Santa Chiara, till we beheld the 
balloon emei^ing suddenly from amid the clustered 
l.uildings, then ascending slowly — gracefully, and 
hovering like a ball of fire over the city. The sub 
was just setting, as it sets at Venice, dome, and 
pinnacle, and lofty campanile bathed in crimson 
light. The people had all crowded to the other 
end of the town, and were congregated round 
royalty in the Piazza and the public gardens. Sol- 
itary in our gondola, on the wide Lagune, we 
leaned back and watched the balloon soaring over- 
head in the direction of Padua; while our gondo- 
lier, rendered perhaps for the first time in his lifii 
silent with astonishment, stood leaning on his oar, 
breathless, his mouth wide open, from which, as 
toon as he could find voice, issued a volley of 
Adjurations and imprecations, after the YeneHaa 
fashion. A month afterwards, at Yerona, I en- 
countered the same aeronaut, but this time he had 
undertaken to rise from the centre of the ancient 
amphitheatre. It is calculated to hold 22,000 pei^ 
sons ; therefore, as it was nearly full, there must 
have been from 15,000 to 18,000 people collected 
within the circuit of its massy walls, and ranged, 
tier above tier, on its marble seats. In fact, the 
whole population of Verona and its neighborhood 
seemed, on this occasion, to have poured into its 
vast enclosure. 
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It was a hcSadaj ; all were gajlj draaBed. Then 
were bands of music, a regiment or two of Ana* 
trian soldiers, under arms, as nsoal; and the 
mnltitade of spectators, one half in sunshine, the 
other half in shade, sat for some time, now hushed 
into silence bj suspense; now breaking into a 
murmur of impatience, swelling like a hollow 
sound, just heard so £Bur as impatience and discon- 
tent are allowed to be audible in this submissiTey 
militaiy-ridden country. Meantime the process of 
filling the balloon was grang on, even in that verj 
recess whence the wild beasts were let loose on 
their victims. When it was fOled, and while still 
held down by the cords, the aeronaut slowly made 
the circuit of the arena above the heads of the 
people, throwing down as he passed showers of 
bonbons on the ladies beneath. The men then 
let go the ropes, and the machine ascended swifUiy, 
to the sound of triumphant music and animated 
hravos^ and floated off in the direction of Mantua. 
Many hundreds of the people rushed up to the 
topmost summit of the building, which is without 
any defensive parapet, and there they stood gestic- 
ulating on the giddy verge, their forms strongly 
defined agiunst the blue sky. We also ascended ; 
what a scene was there 1 Below us the city spread 
put in all the vividness of an Italian atmosphere ; 
with its winding river and strange old bridges, and 
cypress-crowned hill; on one side the sun setting 
in a blaze of purple and gold ; on the other, the 
pale huge moon rising like a gigantic spectre of 
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herself; and far to the south, the baUoon diminisb- 
ing to a speck — ^a point, till lost in the depths of 
space. Turning again to the interior, we saw the 
crowds sinking from sight, with an awful rapidit^i 
as if swallowed up by the cavern-like Vomitories ; 
and by the time we had descended into the arena, 
there were but a few stra^lers left, flitting like 
ghost« to and fro in the midst of its vast circuit, 
already gloomily dark, while all without was 
still glowing in the evening light It was in the 
midst of this scene, and while lost in the thousand 
speculations to which it gave rise, that I heard 
some travellers talking of the profanation of the 
antique circus, by being made a theatre of amuse- 
ment and by the admission of a motley crowd of 
modern barbarians. Could they see in the con 
trast suggested by such a spectacle only the 
desecration of an old Roman relic — the intrusion 
of the common-place into the poetical? To me 
it was earnest of the victory of mind over fero- 
cious ignorance — a purifying of those blood-stained 
precincts — ^that they should witness the peaceftd 
yet glorious triumphs of science even there where 
floch wholesale horrors were once enacted as freeze 
the blood to think o£ Do the admirers of the 
world's old age, which, as Bacon truly says, ought 
raiher to be called the world's rash infancy, wish 
luch times returned? Italy will not be regener- 
ated by looking back, but by looking forward. 

People may gaze up at that old Verona ampfa»* 
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Ibeatre, and on the fallen or falling palaces of 
Venice, and moralize on the transitorineas of aB 
human things : — ^well is it for ns that some things 
are transitory I Let us believe, as we mt»/, if we 
have faith in God's good government of the worid, 
that nothing dies that deserves to live ; that nothing 
penshes into which the spirit of man has entered; 
that we are the heirs not only of immortality in 
heaven, but of an immortality on earth— of im- 
mortal mind bequeathed to us, and which we in 
our turn transmit with increase to our descendants. 
Why ask of all-various, infinite Nature another 
Shakspeare, another Raphael, another Titian ? 
Have they not lived and done their work ? Why 
ask to have the past, even in its most excellent 
form, reproduced ? Is !t not here, beside us, a part 
of our present existence ? 

When I wandered through some of those glori- 
ous old churches in Lombardy, surrounded by 
their &ded frescos and mystic groups, — 

ViiKSiii, and babe, and saint, 
With the same cold, calm, beautiful regard, 

a solemn feeling was upon me — a sense of the sub- 
lime and the true, which did not arise merely firom 
the perception of excellence in art, neither was it 
a yearning after those forms of faith which have 
gone into the past ; but because in these enduring 
monuments the past was made present; because 
the spirit of devotion whirh had raised them, and 
filled them with images of beauty and hollnesii 
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being in itself a truth, that truth died not-^ould 
not die — ^but seemed to me still inhabiting there, 
still hovering round, still sanctifying and vivifying 
the forms it had create 1. When a short time ailer^ 
wards I crossed the Alps and found myself at 
Munich, how different all! Tho noble churches, 
professedly and closely imitated from the types and 
models left by medieval art, lavishly decorated 
with ))ictures and sculpture executed to perfection, 
found me every day admiring, praising, criticizing 
—but ever cold. I felt how vain must be the 
attempt to reanimate the spirit of Catholicism 
merely by returning to the forms. "Still," as 
Schiller says so beautifully, *^ doth the old feeling 
bring back the old names;" — ^but never will the 
old names bring back the old feeling. How 
strongly I felt this at Munich I In the Basilica 
especially, which has been dedicated to St Boni^ 
face, where every group, figure, ornament, has 
had its prototype in some of the venerable edifices 
of old Christian Rome, brought from the Sanf 
Agnese, or the Santa Prasseda. There they wero, 
awful — soul-lifting — ^heart-speaking, because they 
wero the exprossion of a fkith which lived in men's 
souls, and worked in their acts — ^wero, and are^ for 
time cannot silence that expression nor obliterate 
that impress ; but these factitious, second-hand ex« 
hibitions of modem roligious art, fall comparatively 
■o cold on the imagination — so flat — ^so profitiess ! 
Of eourse I am speaking hero not of their meriti 
but of their moral effect, or rather their moral 
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tfficaey. The real value, the real immortality dt 
the beautiful productions of old art lies in their 
truthy as embodying the spirit of a particular age. 
We have not so much outlived that spirit, as we 
have comprehended it in a still lai^er sphere ol 
experience and existence. We do not repudiate 
it ; we cannot, without repudiating a tnUh ; but we 
carry it with us into a wider, grander horizon. It 
is no longer the whole, but a part, as that which is 
now the whole to us shall hereafter be but a part ; 
for thus the soul of humanity spreads into a stilU 
widening circle, embracing the yet unknown, the 
yet unrevealed, unattained. This age, through 
which we have lived — are living — ^in what form 
will it show itself to futurity, and be comprehend- 
ed in it— by it? — ^not, as I believe, in any form of 
the fine arts; in machinery perhaps; in the per- 
fecting of civil and educational institutions. This 
b our prosaic present which is the destined cradle 
of a poetical future. Sure I am, that an age is 
opening upon us which will seek and find its mani- 
festation in the highest art: all is preparing for 
such an advent; but they who would resuscitate 
the forms of art of the past ages, might as well think 
<o make Attic Greek once more the language of 
our herb-women. Those tongues we call and 
account as dead have ceased to be the medium 
of communion between soul and soul ; yet they are 
really living, are immortal, through the glonoua 
thoughts they have served to embody ; and as it 
has been with the classical languages, so it is with 
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the arts of the middle ages ; they live and are im> 
mortal, — ^but for all present pui*poses they are 
dead. 

Piety in art — ^poetry in art — Fuseyism in art^^ 
let us be careful how we confound them* 

Titian — ^for we are still in Venice, where every 
object recalls him, so that whatever the train of 
thought, it brings us round to him — Titian was 
certainly not a pietist in art, nor yet a mannerist 
He neither painted like a monk, nor like an acade- 
mician ; nor like an angel, as it was said of Ba- 
phael; nor like a Titan, as one might say of 
Michael Angelo; but he painted like a man 1 like 
a man to whom Grod had given sense and soul, a 
free mind, a healthy and a happy temperament ; 
one whose ardent human sympathies kept him on 
earth and humanized all his productions ; who was 
satisfied with the beauty his mother Nature re- 
vealed to him, and reproduced the objects he be- 
held in such a spirit of love as made them lovely. 
Sorrow was to him an accidental visitation which 
threw no shadow either on his spirit or his canvas. 
He perhaps thought, like another old painter, that 
** il non mai fare altro che affaticarsi senza pigli- 
ursi nn piacere al mondOf non era cosa da Christie 
ani,** But the pleasures he so vividly enjoyed 
aever seem to have either enslaved or sullied his 
clear, healthful mind. He had never known sick- 
ness ; his labor was his delight ; and from the day he 
iad learned to handle his pencil, he never passed a 
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day without using it. His life of a centarj, crpeut 
with the exception of a few occasional absenoet, 
in his beloved Venice, was one of the happiest, 
the most honored, the most productiTe, as it was 
one of the longest on record. 

Lndorico Dolce, who knew Titian persooally, 
and was, for many years, one of his social drde. 
assures us that ** he was most modest ; that he 
never spoke reproachfally of other painters ; that, 
in his discourse, he was ever ready to give honor 
where honor was due ; that he was, moreover, aa 
iloquent speaker, having an excellent wit and a 
pisrfect judgment in all things; of a most sweet 
and gentle nature, affable and most courteous in 
manner ; so that whoever once conversed with him, 
could not choose but love him thenceforth for* 
e^'er." On the whole, this praise was, probably, 
deserved; but it is unsatisfactory to reflect ihat 
precisely the same praise, nearly in the same 
words, has been applied to Raphael ; and that 
Raphael and Titian were, in character and in 
temperament, the antipodes of each other. It 
sounds like a string of approving phrases, which 
might apply to any amiable and distinguished man. 
We wish to hear something of Titian more di»> 
tinct, more discriminative— founded in a knowl- 
edge of those peculiar elements which made up his 
individuality, and which influenced every produo- 
tion of his mind and hand. That he was a mao 
of great energy; of a gay and genial temper 
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independent, not bo much from a love of liberty, 
M a lore of ease ; of strong passions and afieo^ 
dons; and, notwithstanding the praise of his 
friend Ludovico, quite capable of hating a rival ; 
all this we may infer from various anecdotes of 
his life; and that he was accomplished in the 
learning of his time, and fond of the society of 
learned men, is also apparent. It was not for his 
vices he loved Aretino, but in spite of them. Axe- 
tino had wit, learning, admirable taste in art ; and 
his attachment to Titian of thirty years, by its du- 
ration, proved its sincerity ; but Titian had other 
and more honorable friendships; and there is some- 
thing very characteristic and touching also in the 
pleasure with which he represented himself and one 
or other of his intimate friends in the same picture. 
One of these twin portraits is at Windsor, and rep- 
resents Titian and the Chancellor Franceschini ; 
another gives us Titian and his gossip (compare)^ 
Francesco Zuccati, the ** Maitre Mosaiste,"* who is 
one of the principal personages in Geoige Sand's 
beautiful Tale ; and there are other instances. 
Then we have himself and his mistress, or his wife ; 
and himself and his daughter. No painter has 
more stamped his soul, affections, and inmost being 
on the works of hb hand, than did this magnificent 
and genial old man. Old, we say, in speaking of 
him ; for we see him ever with that furrowed brow, 

* D. VtancMco del Masaico ; he stood godJItther to a daughter 
If Tltiaii, who died in her in&ncy ; ^^Fratueseo i U mio emnpmn 
ift* §i mi baiixd una Puta eht me morse,^^ aaye Tltkn. 



fnernng eje, HqniliDe nose, and ample flowti^ 
beard, which his portraits exiiibit; ire think <^ 
bhu punting his Teniu and Adonia when he wai 
Mgh^ ; and we can no more bring "ntian befbrn 
lu as a yovng man, than we can faacj the angelic 
Raphael old. The renerahle patriarchal digni^ 
with wbirh we invest the personal image of Tiliaii 
in onr minds is in contrast eqnall]' with the immor- 
tal loveliness rf his works — full of the very " sap 
of life," — the untiring enei^ of hia mortal career, 
and the nuserable icene of abandonment wludi 
Hoaedit 

After a pilgrimage through the churches and 
palaces of Venice, after looking, ever^r da^, witli 
erer new delight, on the " Presentation in tba 
Temple," and the " Assomption" in the Acadenua, 
we had resolved to close onr Bqonm bj a visit of 
homage to the hoase in which the great old master 
dwelt for fifty years (tha half of his long life), 
and lived and loved, and laughed and qnaSed 
^th Aretino, and Sansovino, and Bembo, and 
Bernardo Tasso ; and feasted starry-eyed Ten*- 
tian dames, and entertiuned princes, and mado 
beauty Immortal, and then — died — O, sacb a 
death ! a death which should seem, in its horror 
and its loathsomeness, to have snmmed np the bit- 
temen of a life-long sorrow, in a few short hours 

It ir^is iir>i in the Barberigo Palace that Uliaii 
dwelt, nor did he, as has been supposed, work or 
fie tlii>re. His residence, previons to hia first ffe 
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myas Tisit to Bologna, was in a close and crowded 
part of Venice, in the Calle Gallipoli, near Sas 
Tomk; in the same neighborhood Giorgione had 
resided, but in an open space in front of the 
church of San Silvestro. The locality pointed out 
as Titian's residence is very much the same as it 
must have been in the sixteenth century ; for Ven- 
ice has not changed since then in expansion, 
though it has seen many other changes ; has in- 
creased in magnificence — ^has drooped in decay. 
In this alley, for such it was and is, he lived tor 
many years, a ^gal as well as a laborious life; 
his only certain resource being his pension as 
state painter, in which office he succeeded his 
master, Gian Bellini. When riches flowed in 
with royal patrons^, he removed his atelier to a 
more spacious residence in a distant, beautiful 
quarter of the city ; and, withotit entering into any 
extravagance, he proved that he knew how to 
spend money, as well as how to earn money, to 
his own honor and the delight of others. 

It is curious that a house so rich in associationis, 
and, as one should suppose, so dear to Venice, 
should, even now, be left obscure, half^ruined, 
wellnigh forgotten, after being, for two centuries, 
unknown, unthought of. It was with some diffi- 
culty we found it The direction given to us was, 
'• Nella contrada di S, Canciano, in Luoqo appellato 
Binrgrande, net campo RottOj sopra la pcdade o 
Canale ch'e in faceia all iscla di Murano dove era 
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stanno innahate le FondamerUa nuove ; ** miniito 
enough, ono would think ; but| even our gondolieri 
one of the most intelligent of his class, was here 
at fault We went up and down all manner of 
canals, and wandered along the Fondameita 
Nuove, a beautiful quay or terrace, built of solid 
stone, and running along the northern shore of 
this part of the city. Here we lingered about, eo 
intoxicated with the beauty of the scene, and the 
view over the open Lagune, specked with gondo 
las gliding to and fro, animated by the evening 
sunshine, and a breeze which blew the epray in 
our faces, that every now and then we forgot oar 
purpose, only, however, to resume our search with 
fresh enthusiasm; diving into the narrow alleys 
which intersect, like an intricate network, the 
spaces between the canals ; and penetrating into 
strange nooks and labyrinths, which those who 
have not seen, do not know some of the most pecu- 
liar and picturesque aspects of Venice. 

We were now in San Canciano, near the church 
of the Gesuiti, and knew we must be close upon the 
spot indicated, but still it seemed to elude us. At 
length a young ^rl, looking out of a dilapidated, 
unglazed window, herself like a Titian portrait set 
in an old frame — so fresh — so young — so mellow- 
cheeked — with the redundant tresses.and full dark 
eyes cUla Veneziana^ after peeping down archly on 
the perplexed strangers, volunteered a direction to 
the Casa di Tiziano, in the Campo Rotto ; for she 
seemed to guess, or had overheard our purpose 
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We hesitated ; not knowing bow far we might trust 
this extemporaneous benevolence. The neighbor- 
hood had no very good reputation in Titian's tame ; 
and, as it occurred to me, had much the appear- 
ance of being still inhabited by persons delle quali 
h beUo U tacere. But one of my companions gal- 
lantly swearing that such eyes could not play us 
false, insisted on following the instruction given; 
and he was right After threading a few more of 
these close narrow passages, we came upon the 
place and edifice we sought That part of it look- 
ing into the Oampo Rotto is a low wine-house, dig* 
nified by the title of the " Trattaria di Tiziano;" 
and under its vine-shadowed porch sat several men 
and women regaling. The other side still looking 
into a little garden (even the very '* delettevole 
giardino de Messer Hziano "), is portioned out to 
various inhabitants ; on the exterior wall some in- 
dications of the fresco paintings which once adorned 
it are still visible. A laughing, ruffianly, hal& 
tipsy gondolier, with his black cap stuck roguishly 
on one side, and a countenance which spoke him 
ready for any mischief, insisted on being our cice" 
rone; and an old shoemaker, or tailor, I forget 
which, did the honors with sober civility. We 
entered by a little gate leading into the garden, 
and up a flight of stone steps to an antique porch, 
overshadowed by a vine, which had but lately 
yielded its harvest of purple grapes, and now hung 
round the broken pillars and balustrades in long, 
wild, neglected festoons. From this entrance 

20 
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inodiisr flight of stone steps led np to tho princ {ittl 
apartments, dilapidated, dirty, seantity ftimisbed. 
The room which had once been the chief sahxyo 
and Titian's atelier, must hare been spacions aad 
magnificent, capable of containing yery large-sized 
picturesy-^the canyas, for instance, of the Last 
Sapper, painted for FhiHp 11. We found it now 
portioned off bj wooden partitions, into Tarioitf 
small tenements ; stall one portion of it remained, 
in size and loftiness oddly contrasted with the 
squalid appearance of the inmates. Abont fyitf 
years ago, there was seen, on a ocnnpartnient of the 
ceiling, a beautifiil group of dancing Cupid& One 
ef the lodgers, a certain Messer Francesco Breye, 
seized with a sudden fit of cleanliness, whitewashed 
it oyer ; but being made aware of his mistake, hm 
tore it down, and attempted to cleanse off the 
ehalk, for the purpose of selling it What became 
of the maltreated relic is not known ; into such 
hands had the dwelling of Titian descended ! * 

<^ See the doetunents appended to a wotk, by the AbTMiCe Cador* 
in, pnbUahed In 1888, and whleh \mn tbe mlQmr fimtastto (itto, 
** Dello Aittore di TMane per 1 Yeonimi." The gnatei part and 
tbe more valuable part of the quarto eonsifttg in the extracts firom 
the public rcsiLsters, &c., which have settled finally many dates 
and many disputed points relative to the life Mid t&e resldeDce 
Of Titian. Of the diiigenoe and good fidth of the Abb6 Gadoiia« 
there can be no donbt. I am not aware that there exists in aay 
language a good life of Titian. Ridolfi and Ticond a^e tall of 
mistakes, which hare been copied into all other bi<^raphies. II 
Is enrions that the oarUest life of Titian (pnblislMd at Yeiniee tak 
1822) was dedicated to an BnglishwomaOf the Countess of Amndal 
and Surrey. The dedication may be Ibund in Bottazi, iMUn 
fHoridUy Tol. 1. p. 674. 
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The little neglected garden, irmch once sloped 
iown to the shore, and commanded s liew 3yer tho 
Lagcme to Mnrano, was now shut in hy high build* 
ings, intercepting all prospect but of the sky, and 
lo^od strangety desolate. The impression left hy 
the whole scene waff most melancholy, and no as- 
sociations with the pest, no images of beauty and 
of glory, came between us and ihe intrusive Tul- 
gsrity of the present 

Titian removed hkher from the dose neighbor 
hood of San Toral^ in the year 1581, and at that 
time a more beantifiil site for the residence of a 
painter can hardly be conceived. Chuide's hoosO) 
on the Monte Pindo, at Borne, ww not more suited 
to hjm than was the San Caneiano to Titian. Tht 
building was neariy new ; it had been erected in 
1027, by the Patrician Alinse Polaai, and was tihen 
ealled the Casa Grande, to <Sstinguish it from odiefs 
hi the neighborhood ; it stood detached, and filing 
fte north ; the garden, then a vacant space (terreno 
vacuo) reaching to the Lagnne. In September, 
1581, Titian hired from Bianca Pdani, and her 
husband Leonardo MoKni, the upper part of the 
house, at a yearly rent of forty ducats, and removed 
into it with all his family. He was then in his flAys- 
third year, and at the height of his reputation, is 
a renewal of the lease, in 1586, we find Titian 
'uJled II celeberrimo D. T^zianOf which appears to 
us Northerns rather a singular phrase to be intro 
iuced into a formal legal docoment. 
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He had rijcendy lost his wife Cecilia.* His eldesi 
son, Fomponio, was about six years old ; his second 
son, Orazio, about three ; and his daughter, Lavinia, 
an infant of about a year old. His sister, Ursulai 
was at the head of his household, which she reg1^• 
lated for twenty years with great prudence and 
diligence. Up to this time Titian had lived with 
frugality. Though honored and adnured by his 
fellow-citizens, the prices he had received for his 
works were comparatiyely small. Could he have 
resolved to leave his beloved Venice he might have 
revelled in riches and honors, such as princes lavish 
on their favorites; Francis I., Leo X., and the 
Dukes of Mantua, Urbino, and Ferrara, had con- 
tended for the honor of attaching him to their seiv 
▼ke. *' But," to quote his own words, in one of 
his memorials to the Doge and Council of Ten, << \ 
preferred living in humble mediocrity, under the 
shadow of my natural lords, than in what prosper- 
ous condition soever under foreign princes ; and 1 
have constantly refused all the proposals made to 
me, that I might renuun near your Illustrious Excel- 
lencies." What the princes of Italy had failed to 
accomplish, the Emperor Charles V., with all the 
allurements of his power, could not effect; he could 
not tempt the generous, high-souled painter to give 
op his independence and his country. It appears, 

<^ Not Ludo, M sbe is called by TlooBd. The dates of the birth 
of Titian's childron are tiso glTon flrom the docnments brought 
bnrard by Cadorin, and diflSBr from fbimer authoritiea. OeelUf 
ftMlinUaO. y.Oadoiia aotel9,p.70. 
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kuwever, tliat the patronage of the Emperor added 
considerably to his fortune ; from the date of 1^ 
tian's first Tisit to Bologna, where he painted the 
portraits of Charles V., Clement VH., the Cardinal 
da Medici, the Duke of Alva, and from which he 
Dtamed with 2000 gold crowns in his purse, we 
f nd him increasing in riches and honors. He had, 
at first, taken only the upper part of this house ; 
he then, from 15S9, rented the whole of it ; and a 
few years later he took the piece of land, the terreno 
vacuo adjoining, which he fenced in and converted 
into a delicious garden, extending to the shore* 
No buildings then rose to obstruct the view ; — ^the 
Fondamenta Nuove did not then exist He looked 
over the wide canal, which is the thoroughfare 
between the city of Venice and the Island of 
Murano ; in front the two smaller islands of San 
Cristoforo* and San Michele; and beyond them 
Murano, riang on the right, with all its domes and 
campanili, like another Venice. Far ofi* extended 
the level line of the mainland, and, in the distance, 
the towering chain of the Friuli Alps, sublime, half 
defined, with jagged snow-peaks soaring against the 
tky; and more to the left, the Euganean hills, 
Petrarch's home, melting, like visions, into golden 
Hght There, in the evening, gondolas filled with 
ladies and cavaliers, and resounding with music, 
were seen skimming over the crimson waves of the 
Lagune, tiU the purple darkness came on rapidly^ 

* San Orlstoforo Is now » cemetery, and in one eomer of it Uei 
leopold Bobert, the painter. 
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not, as in the north, like a gradual Teil, but fiba a 
gemmed and embroideied curtam suddenly iai 
down over aU. This was the Tiew from the gax*- 
den of Titian ; so unlike any other in llie world, 
that it never would oocur to me to compare it 
with say other. More glorioos combmations of 
sea* mountain, shore, there may be— I eannot 
tell ; like it, is nothing that I have ever beheld ar 
imagined. 

In this beautiful residence dwelt Tidan £or tiie 
bst fifty years of his life. £[e made occasional 
excuraioDS to Bologna, Ferrara, Urfaino, Mantla^ 
Milan, and to Augsburg and In^mck, in compli- 
ance with the commands of his princely patrana. 
But this was his home, to winch he returned with 
ever-increasing love and delight, and from which 
BO allurements eould tempt him. He preferred, to 
the splendid offers of sovereigns, his independence, 
his friends, his arl^ his country — ^for such Yeoioe 
had become to him — ^^ la mia VeMxia^ as he fondly 
sidles her. Nor did his love for his magnificent 
fosteivmother diminish his affection fi>r his little 
paternal home among the mountains. In proof of 
this we find the scenery of Fieve di Cadore perpet- 
ually reproduced in his pictures: the toweri^ 
diff, the ca^e, the wild, broken ground, the huge 
j^lane and chestnut-trees, with their great wreathed 
roots, — these form the backgrounds of his classical 
and sacred subjects; these fiimished the features 
of his beautiful pastoral landscapes and his harvest 
scenes — all of which are from nature* While, of 
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ITttnetiaii localities, I ean remember mo instancei 
except the backgroanda of lome of the historical 
picturei painted £>r the Doges. Among the 
sketches by Titian I have seen in yarious col- 
ieetions, I do not remember one taken from his 
garden at Venice. The solitary instance I have 
heard oi, is tlie introduction of the bashy tree, with 
the round-shaped leaves, introduced into the fore- 
ground of the picture of St Peter Martyr; which 
is traditi<mally said to be a study ftom a certain 
tree which grew in his garden at San Canciano. 
The tradition, first mentioned I beUeve by Za- 
netti,* is always repeated by those who show yon 
the picture in the church of St John and St PanL 
But if it be true that the San Fietro was painted 
in 1520, seyen years before the house was built, 
and twenty years, at least, befinne the garden was 
laid out, what becomes of the tradition ? Unfor- 
tunately, dates and documents are inexorable 
things to deal with, ^ putting down " tiheories and 
traditions with plain matter of fiict, to the utter 
confusion of the credulous and the affliction of 
ihf^ sentimentaL 

But without having recourse to these doubtful 
stories, there remains enough of what is certain 
and indisputable to lend to £he house of Titian a 
thousand charming associations. It is true that the 
Bacchus and Ariadne, the Four Ages, the Assump- 
tion, the Peter Martyr, and many of his finest 

•"TnttetodaI]ftPHtiiM,*'p.l69. »litl799 
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pictures, were painted before lie took np bis 
dence here ; * but most of the pictures painted after 
1681 were finished in this atelier , even when began 
elsewhere. Here Ippolito de' Medicis sat to him 
on his return from Hungary, in his Hungarian 
costume. Here he painted the Venus of the 
Florence Gallery, The Entombment, the Ecce 
Homo of the Louvre, the St. Jerome of the Brera, 
the two Dianas in Lord Francis Egerton's Gallery, 
the Yenus and Adonis, the Last Supper of the 
Escuriel, the San Nicd6 in the Vatican, the Mar- 
tyrdom of St. Laurence, and hundreds of other 
che/s-d^ceuvre,^ In his garden, after his day's 
work, the table was spread and he supped with 
his friends Aretino, Bansovino, Cardinal Bembo, 
Cardinal Trivulzi, Ludovico Dolce, Sperone Spe- 
ronL The conversations at his table gave rise to 
Dolce's Dialogo delle Fittura, and neither music 
nor good cheer was wanting to the feast Here 
the princely painter enterbuned Henry IH. of 
France, with his suite of nobles, and all their 
attendants ; but it does not appear that Henry sat 

* The BaechtM and Azladne, now in oar Nftttonal Oallny, 
was painted for the Duke of Fenara in lfil6 ; the Four Ages of the 
Bridgevater Gallery, ia 1516; the Assumptioa, in 1518; and the 
8t. Peter Martjr, b^'jn about 15] 6, was finished In 1G20. See 
BIdoIfl and Cadorinl. 

1 1 believe we may add to this list khe PveeentatioR of theTlrgin 
In the Temple, which has usually been supposed to be one of 
Titian's early pictures ; but the introduction of Bembo, in hit 
tardinal's robes, shows tliat it must have been painted after 
t689. Bembo was created cardinal in that year See his JUfb. 
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to liim.* In fact, Utian painted few portraits dur- 
ing the last twenty years of his life ; he had been, 
cm account of his great age rather than the loss of 
power, absoWed from his state duty of painting the 
Doges — ^the seyenth, and the last who sat to him, 
was the Doge Yeniero, in 1558. 

We cannot think of Titian, gifted by nature witL 
that sound, equable, and harmonious character, not 
often the concomitant of genius,f and prosperous 
even to the height of his wishes, without picturing 
him to ourselves as a happy man; and he must 
have been so on the whole, but sorrow found him 
as it finds all men. His son Pomponio must have 
been a perpetual source of pain and humiliation. 
He was an ecclesiastic who every way disgraced 
bis profession, — apparently the excellent advice 
and exhortations of Aretino were of less force 
than his example. Orazio, the second son of 
Titian, became his father's fiiend, companion, and 
manager of his interests in foreign courts. He was 
a very good painter, but worked so continually with 
his father as his assistant, that few separate works 
remain to attest his ability. One incident in the 
otherwise peaceful and laborious life of Orazio is 

* I doubt whether ewn the art of Titian eonid haro ennobled 
be mean, sickly, effeminate features of this odious King; but he 
rould probably hare glyen us, as n his picture of Paul m., a 
vonderflil transcript of nature. 

t Land says, " Dal suo nascere, il VecelUo avea sortito uno 
ftpiritOBodo, tranquillo, portato al yero piuttosto cheal nuoTo; 
•d i quello spirlto che forma siccome i Teri litterati, cosi i vw< 
pitfani." 
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10 litde kiiowii) aiui lo sbgalarty eharacteruHie id 
Ihe manners at that time, tliat I am tempted to 
giye it here. There was a certain Leone Leonv 
a sculptor, remarkable equally for his talents and 
his ruffianly yices. He had been banished sucoes* 
nvely from Rome, Ferrara, and Venice ; but stall 
fennd pa<»>ns. A young man, his scholar, wearied 
of his tyranny and excesses, refbsed to leave 
Venice with him, and took refuge in the house at 
Titian, where he was received and kindly treated 
by Orazio. Leoni dsi^)atehed from Milan a hired 
assassin to murder the scholar in the house of hit 
protector; but the blow missed, and the assasran 
escaped. Two yean afterwards, in ld59, Orazia 
was sent by his fiilher to Milan, with sundry pic- 
tures, for which he was to receive payment Here 
he found Leoni living in affluence, and was received 
by him with professions of friendship ; nor does it 
appear that Ora»o was pievented, by his knowl- 
edge c£ Leoni's infrutnous character, from accepting 
his proflTered kindness. On a certain evenings 
about the Ave-Maria, Orazio being seated in con- 
versation with Leoni, a thrush, whkh hung in the 
room, began to flutter, on which Orazio took olF 
his cloak, and flung it over the cage. At the same 
lime it happened that two of Orazio's servants 
were seen passing by, carrying the pictures of 
Titian to the ducal palace. Either from the im* 
mediate impulse of envy and jealousy, or from 
proneditated vengeance for the protection given to 
his scholar Martino, Leoni drew hb dagger, and 
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ftrock Orazio, who wag occupied by the thrush, two 
hlow8| neither cf which was mortal, and pursuing 
him to the door, inflicted several other wounds. 
Orazio escaped from the house, and took reftige 
with one of his friends; and what renders the 
whole story as curious as it is revolting, is the &c^ 
that Leoni, who was under deep oUigation to 
Titian for many kind offices, received no punisln 
ment; and that Orazio, after his recovery and 
return to Venice, memorialized the Council of Ten 
£asr the privilege of going armed himself, and 
attended by an aimed aenrant; '<being,^ as ha 
aTerred, "• in manifest peril of his life through the 
treachery of Leone lieoni, seeii^ that it was only 
through the benignity of his fathei's loring friendi 
the Lord Bishop of Bressa, who had given him aa 
escort of aimed men, that he had been aUe to 
return in safety to the bosom of his most happy 
and beloved nest (nido) in Venice," &c.* The 
mild Orazio was evidently not overburdened with 
personal courage. He is said to have painted 
portraits admirably;! and Boschini mentions a 
portrait of a Venetian lady ^ vestida grwfametUt 
gUa Veneziana " of great beauty, which was p*u*- 
chased in his time by a certain Pitt, an Englishman, 
who carried it away ^*to delight his eyes in Eng- 
land." One would like to know whether this 
'*certo Fitti" was one of the progenitors of that 

• 8m the kgal documents and depositlonj ghrw} at ImgOk If 
dadorin, p. 60. 
t y. BIdolfl, T. 1. p. ^and Laiud. 
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noble family, and whether sacb a portnut of a 
Venetian lady be in the possesion cf anj on« 
bearing the name? 

Titian's beautiful daughter Layinia, the i-oung- 
est and best beloved of lus children, died 
befoie her father. He had often painted her; 
and flAems to have so delighted in her society^ 
that he could not easily part with her. One of 
the last pictures for which she served him as a 
model, was the Pan and Syrinx,* now in the 
Palazzo Barberigo, and apparently never quite 
finished. In March, 1555, Titian bestowed his 
daughter, with a noble dowT}%f on Comelio Scar- 
senello, of Serravalle, in Cadore. She became 
the mother of six children, and died in childbirth 
about 1561. 

The Abb^ Cadorin believes that Lavinia, and 
the circumstances of her death, form the subject 
of a very singular picture, which is, or was lately, 
in the possesson of Mr. Morrison, of Harley 
Street, and of which there is a well-known 
etching by Van Dyck. A very different inter- 
pretation has been given to this picture ; but when 
we recoUect the supposed cause and circumstances 
of Lavinia's death ; the age of Titian, who, in the 
jncture, is an 'tld man of eighty at least ; we can 
hardly doubt that this hypothesis of Cadorin is the 

• A« his enlogbt obseryes, ** Pendero per Terit4 e^riodoM 
Intwno ft oni d potrebbe filOBofkro, ma non so oon qoal firattt 
n Teoellio ne vnk arnto la sua ra^one.*' 

1 Be faTB ber 2400 dnoats in money and Jeteto. 
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true one. My own belief, after obserration of the 
picture, is, that it represents Lavinia at the age of 
twenty-eight or thirty ; that it was begun by Titian 
before her death, and that after her death, the head 
of Titian, the too significant action, the death's head 
in the casket, and the Latin inscription, were 
added— not perhaps by Titian himself-— but by 
Ora:io, or one of his scholars; this, however, ii 
only a supposition, which must go for what it if 
worth. 

As for the beautiful Yiolante Palma, supposed to 
have been l^tian's early love, as some say his 
mistress, and as others say, his wife, — ^it seems quite 
in yain to attempt to reconcile the conflicting dates, 
traditions, and testimonies, with regard to her. All 
that we can regard as certain is, that the same 
person (and a most beautiful creature she must 
haye been) was the model of Giorgione, of Falma, 
and of Titian, for so we must conclude from the 
evident identity of a face painted by all these 
artists under different names. 

The tradition has been constant that this person 
was Yiolante, one of the three daughters of the 
elder Falma, and that she was beloved by Titian. 
But, say the critics, ^'how could she be the love 
of Titian, since Palma, according to Vasari, was 
bom in 1525 ? Titian must have been an old man 
of eighty while she was yet a child." 

Now it is no little comfort to find that if datef 
md documenos sometimes confound the enthuaasm 
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dfthb credulous ; they also, sometimes, put to shame 
the sneers of the incredttlons ; and an examina* 
tion of certain particulars will, at least, help to 
determine what was possible and what impossible. 
Yasari, notoriously unscrupulous ^th regard to 
dates, must be set aside ; for it is proTed &om 
official documents that Pahna was a painter of 
eminence in 1520. Cadorin sees reason to sup- 
pose that he was the contemporary of l^tian, and 
bom about 1480 ; therefore, in 1516, he might have 
had a daughter old enough, and lovely enough, 
to be introduced as one of the nymphs into the 
Bacchanal painted for the Duke of Ferrara,^— 
for so the tradition ran ; — she might even be the 
original of the picture in the ManfHni Palace, 
celebrated by Lord Byron — this is asserted 
(though, for my own part, I do not believe it), 
—and of the exquisite portrait in the Fitti Palace { 
and the yet more delicious Flora in the Florence 
Gallery; and the Venus of Paris Bordone. With 
regard to the portraits of Yiolante, by her father, 
there can be no doubt. One is at Vienna, head 
and bust only ; and to express her name she has a 
violet in her bosom. She appears in this picture as 
a young girl — about seventeen, full-formed, with a 
fkce of exquisite beauty, somewhat pensive in 
expression, and with very fair hair, apparently 
of the artificial tint already described. The othei 
is at Dresden, in the same picture with her two 
asters, Violante being the centre figure. Hit 

• Now in Spain in the Madrid Gallary. 
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iiTine St. Barbara, in the chareh of S. Maria 
FornKsa, at Venice, is abo the portrait of Yu^ 
lante, and her father's masterpiece. With regard 
to the picture in the Loayre, called Titian's Mis* 
cress, as &r as I can compare it in memory 'mth 
these portraits, I should suppose it to represent quite 
a different penon ; neither can I subscribe to the 
theory of those who fancy that this most beautifid 
Contadina is the portrait of the Laura who was mar- 
ried to Alphonso of Ferrara, after the death of his 
first wife, Lucretia Borgia. If the Santa Giustina, 
at Vienna, with Alphonso kneeling at her feet, 
represents this beautiful Laura, — and I hope it 
doesy — then the picture in the Louvre is a difier- 
ent penon. The man in tins picture certainly 
bean a resemblance to the Duke Alphonso, and no 
resemblance whatever to Titian. But the question 
could only be set at rest by bringing all these pio 
tures into close comparison with each other,— a 
Ibing impossible. A comparison of the engravings, 
or of copies, would not suffice. 

What became of the beautiful Violante we do 
not know. She is named, with Paola Sansovino 
and La Franceschini, among the ladies wuo 
adorned Titian's garden suppen ; but whether we 
have any grounds for associating her memory with 
the house at San Canciano, is, I think, doubtful. 

Of his other associates, Bembo died in 1547, 
Aretino in 1559, and Sansovino in 1586. The 
doath (rf* Aretino, hia fast friend and c(Hnpamoo 
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for thirty-five years, touched him most The pei^ 
petaal, unavoidable associatiou of the name and 
fame of litian with the measureless infamy of ibis 
dissolute man, is very punfuL But the worst are 
not wholly bad; and no one has denied the 
strength and sincerity of Aretino's attachmenti 
where he really loved, and particularly his devoted 
friendship for Titian. 

As to the degrading and deteriorating influence 
which Aretino is said to have exercised over the 
morals, genius, and productions of Titian, I do nst 
believe in any such influence. I did once, and 
had a strong feeling on the subject; more know I 
edge— or rather less ignorance— has changed mj 
opinion. We have the united testimony of all 
Titian's contemporaries, with regard to the becom 
ing dignity and decorum of his manners. Aretinc 
was twenty years younger than Titian; theu 
friendship did not commence till about 1527; 
and I must observe, that such was the reputation 
of Aretino, at that time, that even the severe 
Michael Angelo addressed him with respect, and 
called him "brother" (Fratelio mio); and the 
grave and virtuous Yittoria Colonna was in cor- 
respondence with him. If Aretino had been the 
friend of the mild and modest Correggio, we 
should probably have attributed to his influence 
or inspiration several pictures, which we have 
reason to wish that Correg^o had never painted 
The truth is, that the ardsts of the sixteenth cen« 
tnry took their impress from the age ; and what an 
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age it wa^ — kow bnHianit and how polhxted ! TIm 
predomiaance in Italy of cert^n great familieSi 
reaoarkable for their pabKc ^ces and the atroeities 
of their domestic luBtory, the Boi^a, Mediel, 
Famwie, Eetev and Gonzago nnesy im all their 
Iranchei^ hid infected Italy firen north to sotvtliv 
-«^ad made every exeen of the most flagitiouy 
trickedBesB comnnon-piaee : ther dregs left behind 
by the sarrage and depraved mercenaries of Francef 
a»d GrermiDy complete a picture from wlath th« 
Biiad would reeoil in unmiagled disgust, if tb» 
vonderful actrvky and brilliance of mtelleet daB* 
{dayedi did not dazxle us, and the working out of H^ 
ttew spirit, which we> are nouf able to trace tbsoagii 
aUbtUa mass of comiptiony did not fix our attentioa.' 
Aretino was the rank product of this rank ag0^ 
which yet he had sense enough, and wit enough, to 
Cfllimate truly, evew whife eoncentraling' aE its 
eittracteristies of baaenesa and aensuality in hii 
oiifn person. 

The profligate churehmeny and the vicioua att<l 
perfidioua princes of his time, whether they were 
Ihe themes of his flattery or his sadre, seem to have 
been, at least, the perpetual objects of his absoltirto 
and bitter scorn. His praise and hia invective werer 
pot up to public sale ; all was open, shameless barter 
GT bribery, of which, as it seems to me, the greater 
juHuny does not fall on Aretina But not longer td> 
deftle my pen and paper with the subject, I wifl 
only observe, that Aretino had a true judgment in 

art ; — ^the tone of cridcism, all throi^h hia lettew (1 

21 
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aflade of course to those in the collection of Bottai^ 
is excellent 

There are several portraits of Aretino, by Ti- 
tian; one, in the Munich Gallery, which repre- 
sents him as a young man, is remarkable for the 
lofty intellectual brow and refined expression. And 
there is a famous engraving by Marc Antonio, of 
the authenticity of which, as a portrait, there can be 
no doubt, as it is alluded to by Aretino himsel£ It 
exhibits a head of great power, but with a debased 
and sensual expression, which must be characteria- 
tic. As a piece of art this engraving is wonderfoL 
If both these portraits represent Aretino, the de- 
pravation of the head and countenance in the 
second one is a lesson in morab and in physiology 
worth consideration. 

After the death of Aretino, Titian quitted his 
house and Venice, for a time, and went into the 
Friuli, where he spent some months with Andrea, 
lord of Spilimbexgo, and gave some instructions in 
painting to his accomplished daughter, Irene.* 

But, after a while, he returned to Venice, and 
found, in his incessant devotion to his art, his best 
consolation. On the whole, we must agree with 
Vasari, who, when he visited Titian, in his house 
at San Canciano, and found him, in his 90th year 
still cheerful and healthfiil, in full possession of his 
fiiculties, and looking back on a long life of glory 

• Lanzl ivckons Ireiie da Spillmbeigo among the seholan «f 
llllaa, aa ^ notJoeB, irith praise, three pietareB by her. 
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and prosperity, pronounced him happiest among 
mortal men. But then came the closing scene ; so 
dark and dismal, that it seemed as if the destinies 
would, at last, be avenged on their favorite. Here, 
m this same house, Titian lay dying of the pesti- 
lence, which had half depopulated Venice;— on a 
bed near him, his son Orazio. The curators of the 
flick, in the stemly-pitiiiil fulfilment of their office, 
carried off Orazio to the plague-hospital ; but they 
left the old man, for whom there was no hope, — 
and who was, even then, in the death-gasp,-*to die 
alone. It appears that, before he could have ceased 
to breathe, some of those wretches who come as 
sorely in the train of such horrors as vultures in 
the rear of carnage — ^robbers, who went about 
spoiling the dead and the dying— entered his room^ 
ransacked it, carried off his jewels, the gifts of 
princes, valuable cups and vases chased in gold and 
silver, — and, worse than all, some of his most pre- 
cious pictures. Let us hope that the film of death 
was already on his eyes*; that he saw it not — ^felt it 
not He died on the 27th of August, 1576. 

Even in that hour of terror and affliction, the 
Venetian State could not overlook the honors due 
to their glorious painter. The rites of burial were, 
by law, suspended ; but an exception was made for 
Titian. He was carried to the grave with such 
solemnity as the calamitous times would permit — 
imd buried, as he himself had willed, at the foot of 
the Altar of the Crucifix, in the Church of th« 
Frari. 



it is worth woting that the ktrt pietm oil whidk 
Titian worked, befbre he died (a sketch left isb- 
finiihed), was a figare of St Sebaatiaii, who k^ ca 
Italjr, regarded as litepatvon sauvt agaanst fbigae 
wad pestilience ;— probacy ihteiided as a Totive 
o£Pering from himielf,. or some other; when the 
■eoaffge had passed amaf* Jt m now in lihe Baiv 
beeigo Palace. 

Anodiei» pictare, on which he had been wotkiag 
np to the time of his death, was the Piet&, now in 
tte Academy al{ Venice^ Tidan intended thia 
^etiire to be planed ofver his own tomb, in the 
Chapel of the Craci&^ion. It represents a niche 
or aveh of rustic architeetttve ; on one side te 
stafiQe of Moses ;— on lihe other, that of tbe Sib^ 
EKeUespondea ; widiin the nich& sits the YirgiBi 
bearmg the dead Redeenwr on. her kneea; "Mary 
Ifegdalen, wiiih outstretshed arms, is lamenting 
ailoud^ and cooks forward, at if ska called on ih» 
spectators to sympalihiae ini her sorrow ; — ^near the 
SaiT^r,. aad snppotting one of his arms, kneels 
the figure of an aged Stan almost nndra|)ed, meagse 
and wrinkled, with a bald head, and a long, flowing 
heard. This has been sapposed^ hy some critics, to 
be Joseph of Arimalihea ; aeeording to others, a StL 
Jerome* M}r own impression, when I stood befove 
the picture, was, that Titian had intended to repre- 
sent himself. I mention this merely as the impte^ 
Sion, before I was aware of any inteifpvetation' given 
^ the picture^ which is yevy peculiar m ctmceptioQ 
<-anite difierent from the usual treatment-; tike 
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BiSiMQtaon, lierweyer, is fbeble. To 4ihe janvgor 
Palma, bif •scholar, was intrusted tlie ta^k of pre 
paring this piettore &>r its 4e8l2ii(hti(»i. He -did «o « 
l^neiog eeafipio^a«aly ^ it a touoblng ioaciiptioin, 
to itbis effect : '« That whieb Titiaio left unfioisheo^, 
Palma reverently eompleted, And dedicated thu 
work to -GM." The piotiope is now ipla^ied in ithe 
GflHeiy of the Acadenua, while the moniraient 4;o 
TiiAan is m progross. Whether it will be restored 
tf> the AltaiT'^its (MT^nal deetuaatioo'^l could aot 
Warn. 

jBut we mast return, once jmore, to the house at 
lav Caoeivio. iitor the death of Titian and the 
cessation «f ithe pls^e, Pooiponio YeoeUi hastened 
Id Yemee, to take possession of his iaJbemtanj^^e. 
Hhkc^ a dis8i|)ated« he was not absolutely a 
wertibjless man .; fcnr we find that he bestowed^ as a 
ff^* 4he lestajtes at Cadore 4>n the children «f hi/i 
Rfter LavioAa. The house at .San Canciaxio re* 
pented to 1^ |>ropi»eitQrs ; but, as it was pinovod 
ttiat Titian was ,a ereditor to the aniaunit o^ 6ld 
IbeatB, w^ch ithey tweve viable to pay, the house re- 
I sained m possession of Pomponio ; and he sold bin 
i jcterest w it to ^listoforo Barberigo, together witih 
a .number «f Juis father's pictures, which Barberigo 
msmov^ Xo ^8 jpalaoe at San Polo, where they aj» 
now to be seeOi 

loathing snone JS known -of Pon^aioi, except 
Ifcat he diswpated his patrijoiony, and was ^iyix^ m 
obscurity and poverty in the year 1595. In 1581, 
•{Indou9.) S>e ]thp 4ofWinmt.to.Cntoiii. 
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Barberigo lent or gave the house at San Canciano 
to the painter Fi'ancesco da Ponte, the son of old 
Bassano. After inhabiting it for about ten years, 
Francesco threw lumself from the window, in a fit 
of insanity, and was killed on the spot This hap- 
pened on the 4th of July, 1592. 

The next inhabitant was agsdn a painter. Leo- 
nardo Corona, one of the Venetian mannerists, 
who most successfully imitated Titian, rented the 
house from Barberigo, and lived there for ten 
years. I remember one good picture by this 
painter: an Annunciation over one of the altars 
in the Fran. There are others at Yenice, but I 
cannot recall them. He died here in 1605. 

Cristoforo Barberigo left the house of Titian, by 
will, to his natural son Andrea ; but the pictures 
by Titian, which he had purchased from Pomponio, 
he left to his legal heirs, to descend as an inidiena- 
ble heirloom in the family. This is the reason we 
find them still preserved in the Barberigo Palace. 
Andrea left the house to his daughter Chiara ; and 
her husband, one Marconi, residing at Rome, sold 
it, in 1674, to Pietro Berlendis, a patrician of 
Venice. At this period the house was let out in 
various tenements, but apparently to persons of 
condition. We find among the lodgers two sisters 
of the Faliero family.* All this time the heirs of 
the original proprietor, Alviso Polani, had certain 
daims on the estate; but these were finally paid 

* CSadoiiin, dooam«nt G. p. 18L 
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off; and in 1759, the honse and garden became, 
bond Jide, the property of the Berlendis family. 

As the house decayed, it continued to be rented 
b^ various lodgers; and these became gradually of 
the poorer class — mechanics, tradesmen, gondoliers 
— till we come to that Ser Francesco Breve, who 
tore down the Cupids from the ceiling, about 1805. 
In 1812, Fietro, Baron Berlendis, ruined by the 
political revolutions of his country, sold the house 
and its appendages, which had been in his family 
150 years, to four brothers, named Locatelli ; and 
these, again, in 1826, sold it to a certain Antonio 
Busetto, who is, I believe, the present proprietor. 
At what period the edifices were erected along the 
Fondamente Nuove, which now shut out the view 
of the Lagune from the house and garden, I do 
not find ; they have not, by any means, the appear- 
ance of new buildings, and are very lofty. 

This is the history of the house of Titian. It if 
going fast to ruin, and has long been desecrated by 
mean uses and vulgar inmates ; yet as long as one 
stone stands upon another, it will remain one of 
the monuments of Venice. When I visited the 
place of his rest, at the foot of the altar of the 
crucifix in the '* Frari," I found the site closed in 
with boards ; and was told that a magnificent tomb 
was at last to be erected over his hitherto almost 
aameless grave. MHiat it is to be I know not 
something, perhaps, in the most egregious bad taste 
»-« mere job— like that of Canova. But, what- 
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vmr it mof be, good or bad, it tieems to om that il 
is now too late for any thmg of the kind. On vfaatt 
ttonnmeot «ould we look witii Bftore respec9t than 
•a a tablet iaacribed with his name ; leaving out, 
tif «oune, the oonmion''place doggerel about Zeiuds 
jfnd Apelles ? * And what peribraHMee, in the 
W9f of ^stoned uim or animateil bust," will not 
aoggest a comfiariflOB with his own ezecdling 
woiks ? Wkat ean do him mere hoaor lium the 
simple reeognitioB of kis exeeUence, iiTiag, as k 
does in the divine produolions of his ait^ which are 
CfTerjwliere around qs ? How much better to have 
restored kis boase— -that home he so loved — and 
eonvcrted it into some national insdtution ? It ai 
much desein^es this disdnctioD .aa the Palace of the 
Foscari;t the «ize and sitaatmi are even bmws 
iairorable ibr each a purpose^ and this would faave 
been a monument woitkf of the geneious heart «f 
Titian. Arquk still boasts of the house of Pe* 
^rarch ;•— Ferrara stall shows, witk pride, the little 
ftudy of Ariosto^«-Soirento, the cradle of Tasse; 
'-*-UrbIno, the modest dwelling Sa which Rapkati 
saw the light ;-^FloreDoe, the Casa Buonanofeti. in 
Venice, the house of Titian is abandooed to the 
most keartless neglect; and the people now think 
•8 little of it as we do of the house in Cmtched 

** Qui giftoeil grvi Tbhrnt Yeoeill 
- Bmulator dei Zeosi e degli App^lH, 

written by one of the monks of the conyent. 
t ^liipli ii to be eonTerted into a School <tf gi^ilnwfii, 
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IfdaHf iriier« Mlfew "wiote bis ** Paradise Lost" 
J^ u wei<e ia a village, tkoee hundred miles oS, w 
jbouid be makiiig pilgruaoages to it ; but tilie din <f 
Jkci1y4eafen8 die iinaginalioB to all suph youmi 
Iram tfae 4ead. 



WASHINGTaN ALLSTON, 

▲XB m AJPOMS OV AltT. 

It haa been aiiggeated that J aboold thmv ;tc^ 
geth^ such notes iand reiainiscenoes as occur to 
me relaitiye to AUaton« his character, and his works* 
I coBcuneace the task, not without a feeling of rev* 
(drential timidity, wishing that it had &Uen into 
flBore comjietent hands f^-^and yet ^adlyj — stroi^ 
JO the feeling that it is a debt due to his memoir/.; 
flince, when Uvii]^ he honored me so far as to 
desire I should be the expositor of some of hia 
opinions, thoiights, and aims as an axiht I knew 
him, and count among the memorable passs^ges of 
my life the few brief hours ^pent in oommunion 
\rithhim: — 

** Benedetto sia il giorno, e*l mese, 
E riuino. <,,, * * 

It is imderstood that his letters, papers, and 



830 MEMOIRS. 

other memorials of his life, have been left by ifiD 
at the disposal of a gifled relative every way capa- 
ble of fulfilling the task of biographer.* Mean- 
time, these few personal recollections, these frag- 
ments of his own mind, which I am able to give, 
will be perused with the sympathy of indulgence 
by those who in the artist reverenced the man ; 
and with interest, and perhaps with advantage, by 
those who knew the artist only in his works. 

When in America, I was struck by the manner 
in which the imaginative talent of the people had 
thrown itself forth in painting; the country 
seemed to me to swarm with planters. In the 
Western States society was too new to admit of 
more than blind and abortive efforts in Art ; genius 
itself was extinguished amid the mere material 
wants of existence ; the green wood kindled, and 
was consumed in its own smoke, and gave forth no 
vifdble flame either to warm or to enlighten. In 
the Eastern States, the immense proportion of 
positively and outrageously bad painters, was, in 
a certain sense, a consolation and an encourage- 
ment ; there was too much genius for mediocrity ; 
— ^they had started from a wrong point ; — and in 
the union of self-conceit and ignorance with talent 
— and in the absence of all good models, or any 
guiding-light — ^they had certainly put forth perpe 

• TDb brother-in-law, Mr. Dana, himself a poet, and whOM Mm 
vrote that admirable book, ** Two Years before the Mast." Up 
to this time (May, 1846) the promised Memdr has not appeased 
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Irations not to be equalled in originality and per^ 
yersity. The case, individually, was as hopeless 
as mediocrity would be in any other country ;— 
but here was the material ready; — the general, 
die national talent to be worked out I remember 
a young American, who, having gained a local 
celebrity in some township, or perhaps son^e Sov- 
ereign State, about as old as himself, and as wise, 
had betaken himself to Italy. I met him at Vi- 
enna as he was hurrying back ; he had travelled 
from Milan to Naples, and found all barren ; he 
said he had *' looked over the old masters, and could 
see nothing in them — all their fame nothing but 
old-world cant and prejudice I ** I thought of some, 
who, under the same circumstances and influences, 
would have gone back and rent their garments, 
or at least their canvas, and begun anew. What 
this young man may have since done remains, with 
his name, unknown. I found some others actu- 
ated by a far different spirit ; — laboring hard for 
what they could get ; — ^living on bread and water, 
and going in threadbare coats, aye, and brimless 
hats, that they might save enough to make a voy- 
age to Europe. Some I found looking at Nature, 
and imitating her in her more obvious external 
aspects, with such a simplicity and earnestness, that 
their productions, in spite of most crude and de- 
fective execution, fixed attention. Some had 
stirred deeper waters, — ^had begun aright, — had 
given indications of high promise, of high power, 
■—yet, for want of a more exalted standard of taste 
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to keep ihe feeliDg of beauty atriiring 

pwe and elevaited, wei>e degeneratasig gradisa% 

into vulgarity, Skdeness, and ]io|»ries« muuamsm. 

Coleridge says sooaewbere, " Tlie Arte and tfai 
Muses both spring forth in the youlih of nadens, 
Uke Minerva foom Che front of Ju|Mter, afll sfloied.'' 

JSow thb 18 not fine ef America^-iat least not yeU 
1 remember that when J was at Boston, and pos^ 
9€98ed for theHime with the idea of AHston and hif 
pictures, I made ithe acqnauitaneeof F^tker Taylor, 
B man whose ordinary oonveroadon was as poetical, 
as figurative, j» his sermons, and I conld add, as 
tamest and as instructive ; poetry aeemed Idie nsti- 
xsal element of his nund, and ''he could not o^ 
his mouth but out there flew a trope,*' unafeotediy 
and spontasbeously, hoiwever,-*-<as it wore, .untcono 
flciously. One evening, when deprecating the idea 
of rivalry between £i:^and and AfO^rica, he fS»^ 
^ Are they not one and the same? even as Jaeob's 
vine, which beiing planted on one side of ihe ^.dd, 
grew over it, and hung its boughs and olust^s m^- 
ihe other nde — ^but stiU it was the sam^ vlncw 
jaoiiriahed from the same i^oot" Kpw Ao vary « 
Aittle this apposite and beautifiAl iUustcatioA, I would 
say, that while America can gather ^capes from th^ 
old vine, she wiU not plant £»* hecsell^ «<Mr ovfm 
eherish the olT-shoots; in other words^-rAmerici^ 
f» long as she can impoirt our muses <cheap, wiU 
have no muses of her own — ^no Hterature ; for half 
« dozen or a dozen charming authors do not amJu 
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m national Hterattire ;■ lut she cannot impost oar 
painiters^ therefore I have some hope that she wffl 
produce a national and original school of art ii 
it fiK^ moeli that America in her ^outhhood has 
already sent forth so many painters of European 
celebrity ? Once it was her glory, that she had 
given ns West; but the fame of West is paling iit 
the dawn of a better and a brighter day, and there 
i8> nothing in his genius that does' not saTor move of 
tte deerepitude than the youth of art. He coi^ 
cexved great things, but he never coneeiTed them 
greatly ; neither his mind nor his hand ever rose 
^ tty the Mght of ha» argmne&t,"-*^e most bUmM^ 
less and the most undramatie of painters t Let 
America be: more justly proud that she has given ta 
tiva worid-^to the two wortds— greater men, whose 
geians can only ** brighten, in the Uaate of day." 
I will not speak here of Newtonv of Qreenoagh the 
icidptor, of Cole llhe admirable landscape painter, 
€i Liman the portrait painter, and others, whose 
increasing reputation has XK>t yet spread into fame ; 
but of Lesl^, yet firing among us, one ot the most 
poetical' painters of the age, the finest imterpretei 
o# the spirit of Shakspeare the world has yet seen, 
-^Leslie, whom £ngland,-^eliberately chosen for 
hie dwelling-place, and enriched by his works^— 
may claim as her own ; and of Allston, not » 
ferior in genius, and of grandeur of aim and pur- 
pose, who died recently in his own land— would 
ymt he had died, or at least Mved in ours I There 
^^M in the mind of tUs' extraordinary man a tooeh 
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of the listless and the morbid, which required tbe 
spur of generous emulation, of enlightened crit^ 
cism, of sympathetic praise, to excite him to throw 
forth the rich creative power of his genius in all iti 
might 

T^Hilkie used to say, that after receiving one of 
Sir George Beaumont* s critical letters, he always 
painted with more alacrity for the rest of the day ; 
an artist feels the presence — ^the enlightening and 
enlivening power of sympathy, even when it comes 
in the shape of censure. If the genius of Allston 
languished in America, certainly it was not for want 
of patronage so called — it was not for want of 
praise. The Americans, more particularly those 
of his own city, were proud of him and his Euro- 
pean reputation. Whenever a picture left his easel, 
tliere were many to compete for it They spoke of 
pictures of Albton which existed in the palaces of 
English nobles, — of Lord Egremont's " Jacob's 
Dream," of the Duke of Sutherland's '* Uriel in 
the Sun," — and they triumphed in the astonishment 
and admiration of a stranger, who started to find 
Venetian sentiment, grandeur, and color, in the 
works of a Boston painter, buried out of sight, 
almost out of mind, for five-and-twenty years — a 
whole generation of European amateurs. 

Though glorified by his fellow-citizens, and con- 
scious that he had achieved an immortality on 
earth, it did strike me when I was in Allston'f 
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lociety, that some inward or outward stimulus to 
exertion was wanting ; that the ideal power had 
of late years overwhelmed his powers of executaon ; 
that the life he was living as an artist was neither 
a healthy nor a happy life. He dreamed away, or 
talked away whole hours in his painting-room, but 
he painted little. He had fallen into a habit which 
must be perdition to an artist, — a habit of keeping 
late hours, sleeping in the morning, and giving 
much of the night to reading, or to conversation. I 
heard complaints of his dilatoriness. He said of 
himself, with a sort of consciousness, and in a dep- 
recating tone, *' You must not judge of my in- 
dustry by the number of pictures I have painted, 
but the number I have destroyed." In a letter from 
one of his friends now lying befare me, I find a 
passage alluding to this point, which deserves to be 
transcribed for its own feeling and beauty, as well 
as its bearing on the subject '*Oflen have I 
rebelled against the unthinking judgments which 
are sometimes passed upon Allston, because he does 
not produce more works ; he is sometimes called 
idle ; let those who make the charge first try to 
comprehend the largeness and the fineness of his 
views of fame." (What these views were we shall 
see presently in his Ovvn words.) "What right 
have I to sit in judgment upon genius, until I know 
more of that mysterious organization which, how- 
ever lawless it may seem to others, is yet a law to 
itself? this, that, and the other thing I would 
•mend ; am I quite sure that in so doing, I should 
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not break dr mar the whole? We must tailM 
genins m it k, and tlumk it te whafc it giv^^ «% 
aBdihaok Heaven for haviog given ns it^ Ho^r 
beaatiliiUy the intellectoal and q>iritual part of 
Allston's nature is blended with his genius as aa 
artist, you have seen and felt ; it is the q>irit c^ tihA 
man which hallows his works. You once said we 
had no right to him — that you envied us the po»- 
session of such a man. Oh, envy us not I — ^rob oi 
not of the little we have, which can call- off ooir 
American mind from the absorUng anad hot pursuit 
of vulgar wealth, and the love of perishing thin^ 
jO those calm contemplatioos whichf embody in im^ 
mortal forms the beautiful and the true I ** 

Allston has been for so many years absent from 
England, his merits, even his name, so little loiown 
to the present generation of artists and lovers of 
airtin this coontryy that a sketch of the inddenti 
<Kf hb life, before the period of my own personal 
veedleetions, may not be unwelcome.* 

Washington Allston was a native of South Can> 
Una, and bom in 1779. He says of himself, in 
some notes sent to Mr. Dunlop, that the turn for 
imitation and composition had riiown itself as early 
a0 dx years old. His delight was to put tpgethei 

* Most of thA flwts and datM in tlie IbUowing skateh ue takra 
from " Bunlop^s History of tha Arts of Design In the Unitad 
Statecr/^ a gossiping, tedious, and conceited book ; yet, in pat- 
llenlar biographies, beaiiiig arldent auurka of authanticSty aad 
Haoarity. 
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miniature landscapes of his own invention, built up 
with moss, sticks, pebbles, and twigs representing 
trees ; and in manufacturing little men and women 
out of fern stalks. These childish fancies, he says, 
** were the straws by which an observer might have 
guessed which way the current was setting for after- 
life. And yet, after all, this love of imitation may 
be common to childhood. General imitation cer- 
tainly is: but whether adherence to particular 
kinds may not indicate a permanent propensity, I 
leave to those who have studied the subject more 
than I have, to decide." 

He adverts to another characteristic : his early 
passion for the wild, the marvellous, and the terri- 
fic, and his delight in the stoiies of enchantments, 
hags, and witches, related by his father's negroes. 
From these sports and influences he was soon torn 
away — sent to school and college, where he went 
through the usual course of studies: never relin- 
quishing the darling pursuit of his childhood, but 
continuing, unconsciously, the education of his imi- 
tative powers. He drew from prints : and before 
he left school had attempted compositions of his 
own. " I never," he says, " had any regular in- 
structor in the art (a circumstance, I would observe, 
both idle and absurd to boast of), but I had much 
incidental instruction, which I have always, through 
life, been glad to receive from every one in advance 
of myself. And I may add, that there is no such 
thing as i self-taught artist^ in the ignorant accep- 
tation of the words ; for the gi'eate.^ genius that 

22 
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« 

•ver lived mnit be mdebted to otbera — ^if nol If 
direct teaching, yet indirectly through their workf," 
This noninds «t of what Goethe once said of 
himself: ** People talk of originality, — ^what dd 
tihey mean ? — as soon as we are bom the sarroiuid* 
ing world begins to operato upon ns, and so on to 
the end ; and after all, what can we trnly call oov 
own but energy^ potoer,, will t Could I point out al) 
I owe to my great forerunners and contemporariea 
— truly there would remain but Utde oyer," Yet 
Uiere is such a thing as originality, and we all feel 
it as a presence— just as we acknowledge a parti<>- 
ular look in a portrait or countenance without 
exactly defining in what conasti the difierencet 
between this particular face and aU other faces \-^ 
that which is produced mi^ be the result of a comr 
bination of influences ; — but if stamped by the iH" 
diyidual mind, it is what we call original, for it 
csuld have been produced only by that mind ; — il 
ean be imitated, but never be reproduced by a^r 
Other, Mozart, who was certainly no metaphy- 
•dcian, seems to have hit upon the true definition. 
He said: **I do not lumat originality; I do no^ 
know in what mine consists ; — why my productions 
take from my hand that particular form or style 
which makes them Mozartish and difiereatfrom tfaa 
works of other composers, is probably owing to the 
same cause which renders my nose thus or thus,<-« 
iquiline, or otherwbe, — or, in short, makes it Mo* 
sarfs, and different from other people's," Sell* 
^ught persoi^s,— be they artists or not, — are boI 
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«Ii*«.y8« nor eyen often, oii^al as regards the 
product of the mind. 

But, to return from this long digression. AUr 
•ton's artistic education continued with little helm 
certainly, as regards the direction of his genius. 
When at Harvard College, he aJttempted to pain* 
in. miniature, but ** could make no hand of it* 
We can easily imagine that the teeming powers ol 
his young mind required a far readier and a fki 
larger medium of expression, than the elaborate 
iteration of miniature painting.* 

He was seized about this time with what he calls 
a banditti mania. AU his inventions and sketches 
were of scenes of violeDce ; and he did not get rid 
of these " cut-throat fancies " till he had been fw 
some time in Europe. 

Before he left college, his future career wa^ 
determined. Lefl early master of himself, he sold 
his paternal estate for the purpose of studying in 
Europe. He had generous friends, who came for> 
ward with oflTers of aid — who would fain have 
prevented this sacrifice of his proper^. But All* 
(ton, with the high spirit which through life distin<« 
guisbed him, refused these offers,, and threw 
himself, at once and finally* on his own resources. 

* Haydon, once expreaslog his admiratlaa of AUflton, aUa<M 
lo his hAving giren up miniature palntiiig, and remarked aeutdy, 

Next to knowing what he can do, the best acquisition for hi 
aitfst is to know wiiat he emmnat do.'* Wd Mr. Baydon •««• 
■ta^ V* sequin this ksowledge f 
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He Arriyed in England in 1803 ; was received 
by his coantryman, West, then President of our 
Academy, with his usaal urbanity and kindness; 
and by Fuseli — not always courteous — with distin- 
guished courtesy. There seems to have been, from 
die first, an immediate and intelligent sympathy 
between these two poetically gifted spirits. Allston 
confesses that he then thought Fuseli " the greatest 
painter in the world;" and he retained a mora 
qualified predilection for him ever af\er. His pre« 
^srence of Fuseli to West at that time, favored as 
he was by the attention and kindness of the latter, 
marks the poet: for such Allston was. Fuseli 
asked him what branch of art he intended to pup- 
sue ; he replied, " History." " Then, Sir, you have 
come a great way to starve I " was the charactetistao 
reply. 

The effect which Sir Joshua's pictures produced 
and left on his imagination, also stamps the partic- 
ular bent of his mind and character. He said, 
happily, " There is a fascination about them, which 
makes it almost ungrateful to think of their d^ 
fects." 

Allston remsdned two years in England, and 
exhibited three pictures; one of them (a comio 
subject) he sold. This was beginning well. la 
1804 he went to Paris, studied and meditated in 
the Gallery of the Louvre, then rich with the spoils 
of nations ; copied Rubens in the Luxembouig 
and proceeded to Italy, whera he remiuned foai 
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^eard, residing chiefly at Rome, where Thorwaldaen 
was his fellow-student His feeling for what the 
grand old masters had achieved, was deep — ^was 
genuine. They grew upon his mind, as they do on 
all minds large enough to take them in. In his 
appreciation of Michael Angelo, he agreed with 
Sir J jshua: " I know not," he said, '* how to speak 
of Michael Angelo in adequate terms of reverence." 
Allston was not satisfied with reverencing the old 
masters, and copying their pictures : he imitated 
their mode of study, and devoted much time to the 
iLodelling of the figure in clay. That boldness and 
firmness of drawing and foreshortening which he 
displayed in his pictures, even his smallest composU 
tions, may be traced to this practice. He said, late 
in life, *' I would recommend modelling to all young 
painters, as one of the best means of acquiring an 
accurate knowledge of form. I have occasionally 
practised it ever since." At Rome Allston first 
became distinguished as a mellow and harmonious 
eolorist ; and acquired, among the native German 
painters, the name of the American Titian : there 
he formed a lasting friendship with Coleridge and 
Washington Irving. He said of Coleridge, " To 
no other man whom I have ever known do I owe 
so much intellectually. He used to call Rome ' the 
silent city * ' but I never could think of it as such 
while with him ; for — ^meet him when or where I 
would — ^the fountain of his mind was never dry ; 
but, like the fiir-reaching aqueducts that once su|^ 
l^ed this mistress of the world, its living streami 
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laemed especiallj to flow for every dasBie min over 
which we wandered. When I recall some of oar 
walks under the pines of the Villa Borgheee, I am 
almost tempted to dream that I had once listened 
to Plato in the groves of I2ie Academy. It was 
there he taught me this golden role^ * never to 
judge of a work of art by its defects ; ' — a ru'le at 
wise as benevolent ; — and one which, while it has 
spared me much pain, has widened my sphere of 
pleasure." Notwithstanding his sensitive taste, 
Allston remained to the end of his life '* a wide- 
Kker," to borrow his own expression. 

He returned to America in 1809, and in 1814 
married Ifiss Channing, the sister of the great Dr. 
Channing. In 1811 we find him again in England^ 
accompanied by his wife. The first work he com* 
menced, afier his arrival, was one of his grandest 
pictures, '^The Dead Man revived by Elisha'i 
Bones," wluch is now at Philadelphia. While this 
picture was in progress, Allston was seized with a 
dangerous nervous disorder. He went down to 
Clifton, where he placed himself under Dr. King^ 
the celebrated surgeon (married to one of the 
Edgeworths), who, from his medical attendant, b» 
came his friend. He painted half-length portraits 
of Dr. King and Mrs. King, which he considered 
among his best woHes in that style. For Mr. Van* 
ierhost, of Bristol, he painted a large Italian land« 
•cape and a sea-piece. On his return to London 
he lost his amiable wife, afler a union of thres 
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iliort years. In tbe letters already quoted, he aU 
lodes feelingly and briefly to his loss : *' The death 
of my wife lefl me nothing but my art, which then 
Seemed to me as nothing ! " In fkct, his bereavement 
is Said to have caused a temporary derangement 
of his intellect. Under this sotrow he was sustiuued 
lind consoled by his fHend Leslie, and by degrees 
his mind regained its tone and its powers. The 
beautiful little picture of the ^ Mother and Child " 
(which seems at first to have been intended for a 
Representation of the Virgin and Infant Saviour, 
and instantly brings that subject to mind in its 
truly Italian and yet original treatment) was 
painted in England at this time. I saw it at Phila* 
delphia in the possession of Mr. M'Murtie, and 
thought it charming ; but, as he had said himself 
" the mother was too matronly for a madonna." Ill 
the year 1816 Allston sold his great picture of 
*< The Dead Man Restored to Life," &c., to tli^ 
Pennsylvanian Academy for 8500 dollars, about 
700/. It had previously obtained, from the Direc- 
tors of the British Institution, the prize of 200 
guineas. He had planned a great picture of 
** Christ Healing the Sick," but, on reflection, 
abandoned it, deterred by the fhiluro of all at- 
tempts, ancient and modem, to give an adequate 
idea of the Saviour. Yet I cannot help wishing 
that he had entered the lists with West, who never 
seems to have mistrusted his own powers to repre- 
«nt any theme, however high, however holy. But 
Allston was a poe^felt, thought, painted like a 
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poet; knew what it is to recml and tremble in 
presence of the divine ; — and this is just what the 
pioas and excellent West knew not. 

In 1817, Allston painted his picture of ** Jacob's 
Dream/' which was purchased immediately by Lord 
Egremont, and is now at Petworth. The subject 
is very sublimely and originally treated, with a 
feeling wholly distinct from the shadowy mysti- 
cism of Rembrandt, and the graceful simplicity of 
Raphael. Instead of a ladder or steps, with a few 
angels, he gave the idea of a glorious vision, in 
which countless myriads of the heavenly host are 
seen dissolving into light and distance, and im- 
measurable flights of steps rising, spreading above 
and beyond each other, till lost in infinitude. 

That Allston had seen Rembrandt's miraculoos 
little picture in the Dulwich Gallery — a thing, 
which once seen, ever afterwards haunts the imf- 
agination, as though it had been itself stolen out 
of the mysterious land of dreams, — ^is proved by a 
sonnet, suggested by the picture, and which I copy 
here as a fair specimen c^ his printed poems. 

As in that twilight superstitions age 

When all beyond the narrow grasp of mind 

Seemed fraught with meanings of supernal kind; 

When e*en the learned, philosophic sage 

Wont with the stars through boundless space to rang! 

Listened with reverence to the chang«3ling*8 tale, 

E*en so, thon strangest of all beings strange ! 

E*en so thy visionary scenes I hail, 

That like the rambling of an idiot's speech 

No image giving of a thing on earth* 
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Jlor thought signiflcant in reason^s reach, 

Yet in their random shadowings give birth 

To thoughts and things from other worlds that comOy 

And fill the soul and strike the reason dumb. 

Not that I can believe that Rembrandt* s " shad^ 
owings" were mere random, or that he deserved to 
be likened to an ** inspired idiot," any more than 
Shakspeare; bat general or egotistic criticism is 
here out of place. I return to my proper theme^ 
which is Allston, not Rembrandt 

Another grand picture, painted in England^ 
' Uriel in the Sun " (Paradise Lost, b. iii.), was 
^jurchased by the late Marquis of Stafford, and is 
aow at Trentham Hall. It is a colossal figure, fore- 
■hortened, nearly twice the size of life. His own 
iccoant of the method he took to produce the 
effect of light in this picture is worth preserving : 
** I surrounded him, and the rock of adamant on 
irhich he sat, with the prismatic colors, in the order 
in which the ray of light is decomposed by the 
prism. I laid them on with the strongest colors; 
and then with transparent color, so intimately 
Olended them as to reproduce the original ray ; it 
was so bright that it made your eyes twinkle ai 
you looked at it" * 

In 1818, he returned to America, seized with a 
home-sickness which no encouragement or admira* 

* I hare nerer seen this pietuie, theiefbre cannot say what is 
lbs pfNsent efiBet of the coloring, ar whether it retaias this 
lanUng ttflBct. 
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don received in England — no friendships fbntted 
here (though among his friends he counted such 
men as Coleridge, Sir George Beaumont, and Les- 
lie) — could overcome. He was elected Associate 
of the BojtX Academy the same year — ^and would 
have been an R. A. but for one of the laws of 
the Academy, which renders no artist eligible ai 
Academician, who is not resident in England. He 
took with him to America only one finished picture, 
M Elijah in the Wilderness," and this picture re» 
muned on his hands till the year 1882. Mr. La- 
bouch^re, when travelling In America, saw it in 
the house of Mr. Davis, of Boston, and became thb 
purchaser ; it is now in England. 

From the period of his arrival in America ill 
1818, Allston remained settled at Cambridgeport, 
bear Boston. In the vicinity of his dwelling-house 
he had erected a large and commodious paiiiting>- 
room. His benevolent and social qualities, not 
less than his various intellectual accomplishmenti| 
had gathered round him many loving and admiis 
ing friends, — and among the professors of Harvard 
University he found many congenial associates. 
He was an admirable narrator, his good stories 
being often invented for the occasion. The vi- 
vacity of his conceptions, and the glowing language 
in which he could clothe them, rendered, his don- 
versation inexpressibly delightful and exciting. I 
remember^ after an evening spent with him, return* 
bg home very, very late (I think it was near thre# 
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in th^ morning) — with the feelings o£ one who had 
been magnetized. Could I remember to de^il any 
thing he said 1 should not here report it. but I will 
give one or two passages from my notes which 
show that he could psdnt with words as well as with 
pigments. 

He says in one of his letters — **I saw the suil 
rise on lake Maggiore — such a sunrise! ike giant 
Alps seemedy literally^ to rise from their purple beds^ 
and putting on their crowns of gold to send up it 
Hallelujah almost audible ! ** In speaking of a pic- 
ture — die " Entombment of the Virgin," " in which 
the expression and the tremendous depth of color * 
had forcibly struck him, he said, ** it seemed as 1 
looked at it as if (he ground shook under their tread^ 
as if the air was darkened by their griefs When a 
young pednter brought him a landscape for hia 
inspection, he observed, " Your trees do not loot 
as if the birds would fly through them ! " About 
four or five years ago he published a romance 
entitled " Moldini,*' which I thought ill constructed 
as a story, but which contained some powerful de- 
Bcriptions, and some passages relative to pictures 
and to art such as only a painter-poet could have 
written. It is said, I know not how truly, that he 
has left a series of lectures on painting, in a com- 
plete state : these, no doubt, will be given to tba 
public. 

His death took place on the 9th of June, 1848 
4fter a cheerful evening spent with his fricilds, the 
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pang of a single moment released lus soul to iti 
immortal home. He had just laid his hands on 
the head of a favorite young friend, and after beg- 
ging her to live as near perfection as she could, he 
blessed her with fervent solemnity. Even with 
4hat blessing on his lips he died. He was buried 
by torchlight in the beautiful cemetery of Mount 
Auburn, where hundreds had gathered round to 
look, for the last time, on a face which death had 
scarcely changed, save that " the spirit had left he? 
throne of light" 

About two years before his death, there was an 
exhibition of his works at Boston — an exhibition 
which, in the amount of excellence, might well be 
compared to the room full of Sir Joshua's at the 
Institution last year. Those who have not seen 
many of Allston's pictures will hardly believe this, 
those who have, will admit the justice of the com- 
parison — will remember those of his creations, in 
which he combined the richest tones of color with 
the utmost delicacy and depth of expression ; and 
added to these merits a soilness and finish of exe- 
cution and correctness of drawing — ^particularly in 
the extremities — ^which Sir Joshua never enter- 
tained, nor, perhaps, attempted. When I have 
thought of the vehement poetical sensibility with 
which Allston was endowed — ^his early turn for the 
wild, the marvellous, the terrible — his nervous tem- 
perament, and the sort of dreamy indolence which 
ereiy now and then seemed to come over him, ] 
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have more and more deeply appreciated the sober 
grandeur of his compositions, the refined grace of 
some of his most poetical creations, the harmoni- 
ous sweetnesa which tempered his most gorgeoui 
combinations of color, and the conscientious pa- 
iaent care with which every little detail was exe- 
cuted ; in this last characteristic, and in the pre* 
dominance of the violet tints in the flesh and 
shadows, some of his pictures reminded me moro 
of Lionardo da Vinci than of Titian or of Rey- 
nolds. His taste was singularly pure — even to 
fastidiousness. It had gone on refining and refin- 
ing ; and in the same manner his ideal had become 
more and more spiritual, his moral sense more and 
more elevated, till in their combination, they 
seemed at last to have overpowered the material of 
his art — to have paralyzed his hand. 

In his maturer years, he was far, very far, froiu 
the banditti mania of his youth. When applied to 
by the American government to assist in decorat- 
ing the Rotunda at Washington, he said, '* I will 
p£unt only one stibject, and choose my own — no 
battle-piece !** In this, and in many other things, he 
reminded me of a great painter of our own — East- 
lake — ^who also, if I remember rightly, began with 
the banditti mania and the melodramatic in art, 
and is now distinguished by the same refined and 
elevated taste in the selection as well as in the 
treatment of a subject, the same elaborate ele- 
gance of execution, and I may add, the same 
\fower as a thinker in his art No man ever more 
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completely sUnped tbe cbancter of bis wojoA apo« 
kis works than did Allstoo. In ^^leaking of tlM 
individuality which the old masterft threw into 
their works, he said — " This power of inlusing 
one's own life» 83 it were» into that which i« 
feigned, appears to me the prerogatiye of Genius 
alone. In a work of art, it is whataman may 
well eall his own, for it cannot be borrowed or 
imitated." This, in fact, is what we may truly call 
originality. He combated strenuously the axiom 
cherished and quoted by young and idle painters, 
that leaving things uniinished i» "leaving some^ 
thing to the imagination." The very statement^ 
as he observed, betrays the unsoundness of tho 
pomtion, " for that which is unfinished, must necesr 
sarily be imperfect — so that, according to this rule, 
imperfection is made essential to perfection; tfaa 
error lies in the phrase, ' left to the imagination/ 
and it has filled modem art with random fioui^ 
ishes of no meaning." 

Instead of saying, in conunon phrase, that ** in a 
picture something should always be left to thjd 
imagination/' we should rather say that a picture 
"should always suggest something to the imagina- 
tion ; " or, as Goethe has finely expressed it, " every 
oonsummate work of art should leave something fov 
^he intellect to divine." In the axiom so put, there 
10 no danger of misinterpretation — no excuse for 
those who put us off with random flourishes, where 
feet, or fingers, eyes, nose, and mouth ought to be 
but are left, in the common phrase., to the imagini^ 
oon. 
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die man's nhole being, were his cotmteoancc, per- 
Km, and deportment, io accordance with both. 

When I saw him, in 1888, 1 waa struck by tha 
dignity of his figure, and by the simple grace sf 
bis manners; his dress was rather carelp^ and ha 
wore his own fine silver hiur long and flowing ; hia 
Girehoad and eyes were remarkably good; the 
general expresmon of bis ootuitenance open, s«ri' 
OOB, and sweet ; the tone of his Totce earnest, soft, 
penetrating. Notwithstanding the nervous inita> 
biUty of his constitution, which the dangerous and 
prolonged illness in 1811 had enhanced, be waa 
particularly gentle and self-possessed. 

Ha was at that lime painting on two great pic- 
tures, " the Death of King John," and " Belshaj^ 
tar's Feast" The 6nt he declined showing mo, 
because, as he said, " to exhibit his pictures to any 
other eye in certain stages of their progress, always 
threw cold water on bim." * The latter 1 was 
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warned not to speak of. It had been in hand 
since 1814, had been began on an immense scale 
(16 or 17 feet in length), and he had gone on 
altering, effacing and marring, promising and de< 
laying its completion till it had become a subject 
he could hardly bear to allude to, or to hear men- 
tioned hy others; his sensitiveness on this one 
point did at last almost verge on insanity. I heard 
various reasons assigned for this ; one was, that an 
execution had been levied on the work, which had 
excited in the painter's mind so deep a feeling of 
discouragement and disgust, that he would noi 
afterwards touch it ; the other reason given was, 
that the leading idea of the picture, that of mak- 
ing the light radiate from the supernatural hand^ 
had been anticipated by Martin in his '* Belsha^ 
zar's Feast." At the period of my vint to AUston 
I saw this fatal picture rolled up in a comer of the 
apartment, and scarcely dared to look that way 
On his easel lay a sketch of two sisters, life-size, 
the figure and attitude of one of them borrowed or 
adapted from "Titian's Daughter." The two 
heads in contrast, one dark, the other fair ; one 
gay, coquettish, the other thoughtful; the whole 
admirable, as a piece of color and expression. 
But I was most struck by two beginnings ; one a 

fhing on my ait, for it trovl^ me to have the public e3q)€et aoj 
thing of me. I feel as If they were looking over my shoulder. 
I may not live to complete what I have begun, and it is better 
that they should not haire it in their power to reproach my mem- 
ory for any dlsapiwintment they might choose to feign or feeL" 
He was probably shrinking under some reproach on aooount ci 
Ihe ill-fated Belshacaur, when be wrote the aboTe. 
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Dance of Fsuries on the Sea-shore, from the Mid- 
flommer Nighf s Dream, exquisitely poetical The 
other left a still greater — ^an ineffaceable impre^- 
non on my mind. It was a sea-piece — a thundeiv 
rtorm retiring, and a frigate bending to the gale ; 
it was merely a sketch in white chalk upon a red 
ground, and about five feet high as nearly as I can 
recollect, — not even the dead coloring was laid on ; 
I never saw such an effect produced by such a 
Tehicle, and had not mine own eyes seen it, I could 
not have conceived or believed it to be possible. 
There was absolute motion in the clouds and 
waves — all the poetry, all the tumult of the tem- 
pest were there ! — and I repeat, it was a sketch in 
white chalk — not even a shadow! Around the 
walls of his room were scratched a variety of sen- 
tences, some on fragments of paper stuck up with 
a wafer or pin, — some on the wall itself. They 
were to serve, he said, as *' texts for reflection be- 
fore he began his day's work." One or two of 
these fixed my attention; became the subject of 
discussion and conversation ; and at length he 
allowed a mutual friend to copy them for me — 
with the express permission to make any use of 
them I thought proper; and thus sanctioned, I do 
not hesitate to subjoin a few of them. In the ab- 
sence of his pictures, and until a fuller exposition 
of his mihd be placed before us by his biographer, 
they will better illustrate the character and genius 
of this remarkable man than any thing that can be 
•aid of him. 

23 
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1. The painter who is content widi the praiie 
of the world in respect to what does not satisfy 
himself, is not an artist but an artisan ; for though 
his reward be only praise, his pay is that of a 
mechanic for his time, and not for his art. 

2. He that seeks popularity in art closes the 
door on his own genios : as he most needs paint 
for other minds, and not for his own. 

8. Bepntation is but a synonyme of popularity : 
dependent on suffrage, to be increased or dimin- 
ished at the will of die Toters. It is the creature, 
so to speak, of its particular age, or rather of a 
particular state of society; consequently, d3riQg 
with that which sustiuned it. Hence we can 
scarcely go over a page of history, that we do 
not, as in a churchyard, tread upon some buried 
reputation. But fame cannot be voted down, 
having its immediate foundation in the essendaL 
It is the eternal shadow of excellence, &om which 
it can never be separated, nor is it ever made 
viaible but in the light of an intellect kindred with 
that of its author. It is that light by which the 
shadow is projected, that is seen of the multitude, 
to bo wondered at and reverenced, even while so 
litde comprehended as to be often confounded with 
the substance — the substance being admitted from 
the shadow, as a matter of faith. It is the econo- 
my of Providence to provide such lights: like 
rising and setdng stars, they follow each odier 
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Oirouglx sacceasiye ages : and thus the moxnimental 
form of Grenius stands forever relieved against iti 
own imperishable glory. 

4. All excellence of every kind is but variety 
of tmth. If we wish, then, for something beyond 
the true, we wish for that which is false. Accord- 
ing to this test how little true is there in art! 
Little indeed I but how much is that little to him 
who feels it I 

5. Fame* does not depend on the wiU of any 

* In teanBcriUng this aphorism, I am reminded of a noUt 
passage in one ot Joanna BaQIle's poems. How many sneh 
passigcB are seattend through her worics, whieh hate beea 
quoted, and applied, and fluniliariMd to ear and memoiy 
Itnr tarty jmn past— until we atanost finrget to idiom we owe 
tiiem! 

0, who Shan lightly say that flune 
Is nothing but an empty name, 
Whilst in that sound there is a ohann. 
The nerres tobnuw, tiieheart to warm; 
As, thinking of the mighty dead. 
The young firam slothftil conch wQl start. 
And TOW, with lifted hands outspread, 
like tiiem to act a noble partT 

0, who shall lightly say that fltme 
Is nothing but an empty name. 
When, but/or those our mighty dtady 
All ages past a bhmk toculd 6«, 
Sunk in obliTion's murky bed-- 
A desert bare— a diipless sea? 
They are the distant objects seen, 
1^ Iqfty marks qf foAof hath item. 
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man, but reputation ma^ be given or taken awaj • 
for Fame is the sympathy of kindred intellecti, 
and sympathy is not a subject of willing: while 
Reputation, having its source in the popular voice, 
is a sentence which may either be uttered or sup- 
pressed at pleasure. Beputation being essentially 
contemporaneous, is always at the mercy of the 
Envious and the l^orant. But Fame, whose 
very birth is posthumoiuf, and which is only knoum 
to exist by the echo of its footsteps through congemai 
mindSf can neither be increased nor diminished by 
■ny degree of wilfulness. 

6. What light is in the natural world, such ig 
hme in the intellectual : both requiring an oAnos- 
phere in order to become perceptible. Hence the 
fiune of Michael Angelo is, to some minds, a non- 
entity; even as the sun itself would be invisible in 
vacua 

7. Fame has no necessary conjunction with 
praise: it may exist without the breath of a 
word : it is a recognition of excellence which mtu* 
hefeltf but need not be spoken. Even the enviou 
mist feel it : feel it, and hate it in silence. 



0, who Bhall lighily say that Aubm 
la nothing hut an empty name, 
When memory of the mighty dead 
To earth-worn pilgrims' wlstftil eye 
The brightest ra/s of cheering she4 
dat pohit to immortality \ 
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8. I isannot believe, that an^ man who deserved 
fiime, ever labored for it : that is, directly. For as 
fame is but the contingent of excellence, it would 
be like an attempt to project a shadow before its 
substance was obtained. Many, however, have so 
fancied : ** I write and paint for fame," has often 
been repeated: it should have been, *'I write, I 
paint for reputation." All anxiety, therefore, 
about fame, should be placed to the account of 
reputation. 

9. A num may be pretty sure that he has not 
attsuned excellence, when it is not all in all to him. 
Nay, I may add, that if he looks beyond it, he has 
not reached it. This is not the less true for being 
good Jm^. 

10. An original mind is rarely understood until 
it has been reflected from some half-dozen conge- 
nial with it : so averse are men to admitting the true 
in an unusual form : whilst any novelty however 
fantastic, however false, is greedily swallowed. Nor 
is this to be wondered at ; for all truth demands a 
response, and few people care to Ihinky yet they 
must have something to supply the place c^ 
thought. Svery mind would appear original^ 
if every man had the power of projecting his 
pwn into the mind of others. 

11. All effort at origmality must end either in 
die quaint or the monstrous. For no man knowi 
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himself as an original : he can onlj believe it oa 
tbe report of others to whom he is made known, a$ 
he is by the projecting power before spoken oC 

12. There is an essential meanness in the irisli 
to get the better of any one. The only competitiaa 
wordiy of a wise man is with himself. 

18. Beyerence is an ennobling sentiment; it 
IS felt to be degrading only by the vulgar mind^ 
which would escape the sense of its own little- 
Bess, by elevating itself into the antagooist to what 
b above it 

14. He that has no pleasure in looking np^ii 
not fit to look down ; of such minds are the man- 
nerists in art; and in the world, the tyrants of all 
sorts. 

15. The phrenologists are right in putting the 
oigan of self love in the back part of the head. It 
being there that a vain man carries his light; ^ 
consequence is that every object he approaches 
becomes obscure by his own shadow. 

16. A witeh's skiff cannot more easily saQ in thtt 
teeth of the wind, than the human eye can Bo 
against &ct ; but the truth will often quiver ^taaofjk 
fijps with a lie upon them. 

17* It IB a hard matter for a man to lie off omt 
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Nature having provided king's evidence in almott 
every member. The hand will sometimes act as a 
vane, to show which way the wind blows, when 
every feature h set tbe other way ; the knees smite 
together and sound the alarm of fear under a fierce 
eountenance ; the legs shake with anger, when ah 
above is calm.* 

18. Make no man your idol ! For the best maa 
most have faults, and his faults will usually become 
yours, in addition to your own. This is as true in 
art, as in morals. 

19. The Devil's heartiest laugh, is at a detract* 
ing witticism. Hence the phrase, " devilish good,* 
has sometimes a literal meaning. 

20. There is one thing which no man, however 
generously disposed, can g've, but which every one, 
however poor, is bound to pay. This is Praise. 
He cannot give it, because it is not his own ; since 
what is dependent for its very existence on some- 
thing in another, can never become to him a pos* 

• An waAaaat lairyer, who is aoettBtomed to ovoB8-«XMDiiw -vrit- 
BetMB, onoe told dm, that in casM undar his scrutiny vrbmn b* 
has known the wqrds and oaths to hare oome forth gliblj, whilt 
the whole Ikce and form seemed conrerted into One impenetrabl* 
and stead&st mask, he has detected falsehood in a trembling of 
the mnseia underneath tha eye ; and that the perception of it 
has put him on tlie scent again, wnen he had thought himself 
hopelessly at &nlt ; so true it is, that a man " cannot lie ofl 
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fCMum ; nor can he jusdy withhold it, when the 
presence of merit daima it as a consequence. Am 
praise, then, cannot be made a giftf so, neither, 
when not his due, can any man receive it ; he may 
think he does, but he receives only toords; for 
desert being the essential condition of praise, there 
can be no reality in the one without the other. 
This is no fanciful statement; for though praise 
may be withheld by the ignorant or envious, it can- 
not be but that, in the course of timej an existing 
merit usiUf on some one, produce its effects ; inas- 
much as the existence of any cause without its 
effect, is an impossibility. A fearful truth lies at 
the bottom of this, an irreversible justice for the 
weal or woe of him who confirms or violates it 

After this first introduction to Allston, I spent 
two whole mornings at Boston, hunting out his 
pictures, wherever they were to be found. At 
this distance of time, I will not trust to memory, 
but mention only those of which I have a memo- 
randum, — of which the description, and the im- 
pression they left on my own mind, were noted 
on the spot 

*' Rosalie Listening to Music." The figure of a 
Tonng girl, lifensize and three-quarters. She has 
been reading. The hand which holds the book 
has dropped; the other is pressed on her bosom. 
The head a little raised. Rapt, yet melancholy 
attention in the opening eyes and parted lipa 
The coloring deep, delicate, ricL 



Atom. 8St 

Wben I firet saw this {uctnra, ia tlie dr&iriiig- 
room of Mr. Applelon, of Boston, I had never 
teen Allslon— did not even recollect his name. It 
■I once 80 lAptivated my attentioc, that I could not 
take my eyes from it— even though one who might 
well have sat foi^ & Rosalie vas at my aide. I 
thought I had never beheld such a eounlenanee, 
except in some of the female heads of Titian (w 
Falma. Yet the face was not what would ba 
termed beautifui ; and oh, how far from the sen- 
timental, ringtetted pretliness of our fashionable 
painters I 

When I afterwards asked Mr. Allston whether 
his poem of " Rosalie " had snggested the picture, 
OF the picture the stanzas, be replied, that, " as 
well as he could recollect, the conception of tb« 
poem and of the picture bad been Nmultaneooa 
in his mind." He received for this picture 1300 
dollars, about £290. 

"Miriam Singing her Songof Triumpli." figure 
tbree<|uarters, extremely fine, especially in color ; 
perhaps too much of solemn melancholy and ten- 
derness in the expression, — in the month partica< 
lariy ; yet there may be a proprielj in this concef^ 
tion of the character. In the possession of Mr 
Sears, of Bostoa. 

"A Goman Lady Reading." Figure three-qoa^ 
ters. The same kind of beanty as the picture of 
Bosalie; a head and countenance with sometliing 
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finer than beant^; a contemplative grandeur and 
nmplicity in the attitude, the hands very elegant 
and characteristic, and admirably drawn; alto* 
gether a noble painting! In the posseasion of Mr. 
Dwight, of Boston. 

** Jeremiah Dictating to the Scribe his Prophecy 
of the Destruction of Jerusalem." Two fignres^ 
life-size ; a grand composition, but the canvas seem* 
ed to me to want height, which took away fram 
(be general effect The prophet seated, with flow- 
ing beard, and wide eyes glaring on the futare; 
the head of the scribe, looking up and stmck with 
a kind of horror, finer still. Coloring admiraUe, 
rich, and deep and clear ; olive and purple tints 
predominating. There is a jar on the lef^, about a 
foot and a half high, painted with such a finish of 
touch and tone, such illusive relief, as to cheat the 
sense, — and yet it is not obtrusive. In the posses- 
sion of Mrs. Gibbs. I have reason to remember 
this picture ; for, while looking at it, I was leaning 
on the arm of Dr. Channing. He afterwards told 
me, that when the picture was exhibited, the water- 
jar excited far more wonder and admiration than 
the prophet; and that a countryman, after con* 
templating the picture for a condderable timei, 
turned away, exclaiming, " Well I he was a 'cute 
man that made that jar! " The merely imitatiye 
slways strikes the vulgar mind. 

^ Beatrice "—Dante's, not Shakspeare's — Flgon 
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fliree-qaarters — ^the same kind of merit as the " Bo- 
salie " and the " Roman Lady." This most lovely 
picture strack me more the second time I saw it 
than the first ; the hand holding the cross, painted 
with exceeding truth and delicacy. In the posses* 
non of Mr. Eliot, mayor of Boston. 

^Lorenzo and Jesnca," a small picture. The 
two figures seated on a bank in front, her hand 
lies in his ; I never saw anything better felt than 
the action and expressicm of those hands!— one 
could see they were thrilling to the finger ends. 
The dark purple sky above ; the last gleam of day- 
light along the horizon — no moon. In the posses- 
■on of Mr. Jackson, of Boston. For this exquisite 
little picture AUston received 600 dollars. 

<*The Evening Hymn." A young girl seated 
amid ruins. She is on a bank, and her feet hang 
over a subterranean arch, within which, in the 
deep shadow, is dimly descried the fragment of a 
huge torso ; she is singing her vesper hymn to the 
Virgin ; the expression of devotion and tenderness 
in the head of the girl, and of deep repose in the 
whole conception, very beautiful ; there is a gleam 
of golden sunset thrown across the foreground of 
the picture, which has an extraordinary effect In 
the possession of Mr. Dutton. 

*« Saul and the Witch of Endor," beautifully 
painted, but I did not like the conception ; in this 
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instance, the genius of Salvator had rebuked and 
overpowered that of Allston. In the possession of 
Ck>lonel Perkins, of Boston. 

At Boston I saw, likewise, several fine landscapeii 
jome of Italian and some of American sceneiy. 

At New York. << Rebecca at the WelL" In the 
possession of M. Van Schaick. 

At Philadelphia. ** The Dead Man restored to 
Life on Touching the Bones of the Prophet Elisha" 
—-(2 Kings xiii. 20). The scene is the interior of 
a mountain cavern, into which the dead man has 
been let down by two slaves, one of whom is at 
the head, the other at the feet of the body ; other 
figures above; life-size. This picture has some 
magnificent points, and much general grandeur, 
without anjrthing exaggerated or intrusive, which 
is the fine characteristic of Allston's compositions 
(those I have seen at least). The best part of the 
picture is the dead man extended in front, in whose 
form and expression the sickly dawn of returning 
Ife is veiy admirable and fearfuL The drawing 
in the feet and hands extremely fine. The bones 
of the prophet are just revealed behind, in a sort 
of faint phosphoric light emitted by them. Several 
figures above in the background, in various atti- 
tudes of horror, fear, amazement I suppose the 
female figure fainting to be the wife or mother ol 
the man. The picture is 18 feet by 11. 
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I heard much of a pictnre I did not see — **Spa- 
latro's Yifflon of the Bloody Hand," from Mr& 
Badcliffe's *' Italian.^ It is now in the possession 
of Mr. Ball, of Charleston. 

Thus far the wntten memoranda at the time. 1 
saw several other pictures, of which there was not 
time to note any particular description, but aQ 
bearing more or less the impress of mind, of power, 
and of grace. 

When I heard of Allston's death it was not with 
regret or pain, but rather with a start, a shudder, 
as when a light, which, though distant, is yet 
present, is suddenly withdrawn. It seemed to me, 
that in him America had lost her third great man. 
What Washington was as a statesman, Channing 
•0 a moralist — that was Allston as an artisi: 



ADELAIDE KEMBLEi 

AHD THI LTBICAL I«jUU IK ISO. 

VitliB touaamtmnj'ftHiWof fBU-lncthlknrlBpBaniM 
kr Hi. JohD Hftjiu, Ibr tba HuqaHi of ntchaeld, npnw°fr 
be Mlu Ktmbl* Is ill th> otunotan In whtoli iba hid mppand, 
«od the Diait itilktiiK pupigM. of oeb. 

AcsDR, ISA 

How often wo have had cause to regret that lie 
hiBtrionic &rt, of all the fine &rt« the most intente 
in ita immediate effect, should be, of 1^1 others, the 
most trannent in its resaltl — and the onl]' me- 
morials it can leare behind, at best, so imperfeot 
«Dd so nnaalJaiactory ! When thoM who have 
Attained distinguished celebrity in this department 
of art retire from the stage, it ia the most mournful 
of all departurei for those who disappear, and for 
those who are left behind j for there ia no other 
bond between the public and its idol than this un- 
limited sympath}' of mutual presence. Adelude 
Kemulk exists to OS no more. She has retired 
witliiii the sacred precincts of domestic life, 
'vrbilher those vho made her the subject of 
public homage, or public criticism, will not pre- 
sume to follow her, except with silent blessing, 
heartfelt go>i-irishes, and grateiiil tlioughta fix 
remembered pleasure, mingled, perhaps, with some 
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rogrets, to waken up whenever her name is heard, 
—as heard it will be. Her short career as a 
dramatic artist, has become a part of the history 
oi onr couniiy's Drama; — ^as such, it must be 
recorded ; — as such, it will be the subject hereaftei 
of comparison — of reference. Those who imagine 
that when the distinguished artist, whose life and 
destinies have in a manner mingled with our own, 
is withdrawn from our sight, S3rmpath7 and mem- 
ory are extinguished, commit a great mistake. 
Without entering here into the question of iti 
expediency or inexpediency, public or private, — 
since it is a necessity, — since the record must and 
wiU live, — it had better live in a form that is digni- 
fied by its instructiveness and its truth, than in 
a form degraded by levity and untruth; and 
therefore it is that this sketch, which was at first 
intended to be strictly private, is here allowed a 
place : that a name and a fame, familiar to the 
many, might be rescued from vulgar and ephemeral 
criticism, and take — as far as this inadequate tribute 
may avail — ^the place they deserve to hold in oui 
memory. 

When Johnson said of Garrick, that ** his death 
had eclipsed the gayety of nations," he expressed a 
simple fact, which yet was only a part of the whole 
truth. Not gayety only, not merely the amusement 
of an idle hour, have we owed to the great artist, 
— ^more especially the great vocal and lyrical 
artist, — ^but that blessed relief from the pressure 
of this working-day world ; that genial warming 
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up of the spirit, under the sympathetic inilii* 
ences of beauty, passion, power, poetry, melody, 
which fuses together a multitude of minds in the 
one delicious and kindred feeling ; and surely this 
IS much to be thankful for I Those who have felt 
and acknowledged the influence of this fascination 
have too generally, and under the excitement of 
th3 moment, exhibited their gratitude by impulses 
as short-lived, by tributes as empty, by rewards as 
glittering, as the mere stage triumph ; shouts and 
bravoes, — some tears perhaps, forgotten as soon as 
shed, — jewels, flowers, flattery, lip-homage, — all 
that is readiest and easiest to pay. But never, 
certainly, did chivalrous admiration tender a more 
elegant and appropriate homage than in the series 
of Drawings which this memoir was written to 
illustrate. It was surely a beautiful thought, that 
of summoning a kindred art to g^ve permanence to 
what seemed in its nature so transient — the charm 
of the momentary action, the varied turns of ex- 
pression, the grace of which words could only 
preserve the record, not the image. And as the 
idea was in itself beautiful, so it has been beauti- 
fully carried out: Mr. Hayter has avoided those 
mistakes into which one with less feeling,— one who 
had less sympathy with tie object^ and less enthu- 
siasm for the subject of his work, would inevitably 
have been betrayed. These Drawings are a good 
example of what such representations ought to be 
they were to be as faithful as could be required to 
the moment, to the action, to the expression : they 



wen to be Keiuc, dramatic, but, at the wine tima, 
Qiey were to be poetical, and as far as posEnbls 
remoTed from the theatrieal; — and herein taj tha 
difficn)^, — conquered, I mnat aty, with ongalai 
felicilj. Wlile the figure and action of tlie 
principal perton are giTen irith portrait-like fidel- 
hy, down to the very minutin of her dreas, the 
accompanimentH are generalized, and all that could 
lecall die conventional stage arrangements, and 
•tage efiecta, has been careiiill}' avoided. Thai 
thej hare all the value of truth, and all the - 
chann of fancy. Thej appeal to the imagini^ 
tion and to the memory without recalling, for one 
moment, any anociatioiia but those of gracefid 
movement and delicioiu Bong; and if the record 
I am about to trace should add to inch associations 
lome othen, from a higher and a deeper sonrce of 
Interest, it will at least be not nnworthy of iti aim, 
Mid the motive which gave it birth. 

Any one who had undertaken to write of Ad*- 
laide Eemble without knowing her personally, 
could never have done justice to her artistic ex- 
cellence. For one to whom she has long been 
personally known, to write of her merely as an 
aitist, is very difficult. 

It has been said, and iritb a plansiole appear- 
ance of candor, that, in estimating the distin* 
gnished artist in mj department of art, the moral 
qualities of the individnal, apart from the mani- 
fbstationa of the genius, concern ns not; tliatour 
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bufliiien n with the proeeiBei. mental, moral, or 
■ccidenial (if anything be aocidental), tkrooi^ 
which it 18 prodvced and painted ; l^at in bring- 
ing these conndemtions to bear on the prindpal 
tnbject, Tfe hazard injustice, if we do not offer 
indignity, to die object of oar admiration. Yet to 
set such consideratioDs wholiy aside, what is it but 
to confiyand the artist with the artisan ? It is a 
matter of indifierence to me who made this table 
at which I write. It is no matter of indififerenee 
to me who wrote this book I read; £ram what mind 
emanated these words ovw which I have shed 
burning tears; whose hand fixed on the canTas 
these forms which are to me as a reyeiation froan 
heayen. It is, on Uie oootrarj, of the hi^est 
knport to me that I shonld ibtoto that which I 
must needs love, and be aUe to approve whoe I 
am called on to admire. The eager curiosity, the 
insatiate interest witii which we seek to penetrate 
the characters, to disclose the existence of those 
OB whom the public gaze has been fixed in de%ht 
and wonder, is among die strangest forms of human 
sympathy. We hare been Ibrced to feel tfa^ 
power through every pvbe of oor being ; — in re- 
turn we ** would pluck out die heart of their mys- 
tery." This form of sympathy may be very 
ineonv^ent to its object, and sometimes very 
sua{Hdous in its motive, and oftentimes very indis- 
creet in its application ; but to say diat it is wrongi 
thai it eifther can be, or ooght to be, otherwise, is 
faodi false and absiud. h is to; and as long as 
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hnman hdagi are eoastiteted as tfae^ are, it m%ui 
he 80. What great artist emr lived and worked 
in tiiis worid with regard to vhom Suae was not 
MloTe disgcused?" The geotiu which cocdd be 
wholly analyzed withovt reference to the persth 
maliti, would be wandng in all that giTpJi geniot 
Ha Talae on earth — die power q£ awid^ening to 
empathy, and exeitang to action. Where the 
moral qualities of the artist have not strongly influ- 
enced his art, thai art, in its manifestation, has had 
no deep nor lasting influence on others. In fact, to 
onravel and divide the character, and aetdng aside 
die woman in all her womanly relations with sod^ 
ety, exhibit only the artist, would be to convert the 
** bnraing and the shimng ii^^t " into a hollow, 
ffimsy transparency ;*— to set up what Caiiyle caHi 
a thnulaerum m place of the living, breadiing, 
heartrwarming veidzty. 

The true artist oigaatzadon, fiilly developed by 
axereise of its predominant faculties, will always 
retain sosoething childlike ; I should even say, 
judging from exam]^s I have met with, something 
ekUdish. I use ' the word with no irreverence. 
The Countess Faustina eays, characteristically, 
**What I do not know, I cannot learn;" and ao 
it often is with artist minds of a high <mler. 
Through passion, through power, through sufEeiw 
ing, we cfieet much; unless to these are added 
(acuities of comparison, reflecdon, sympathy — ^we 
do not leam much. And by sympadiy I do not 
Wwn here the insdncts of benevolence or pity 
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bat the power of throwing one's own being into 
the being of another. The artist mind, on the 
contrary, absorbs other minds into itself ; such 
characters are objects to others, they do not make 
objects of others, nnless there be the desire to pos- 
sess. The faculties through which we learn are 
precisely those which the artist either exercises not 
%t all or within a limited range ; the judgment is 
not often brought to bear on realities ; the sympa- 
thies recoil from the practical and flow into the 
imaginative part of the being. Hence it is that 
minds of this claa^ otherwise highly gifted and sor- 
pri^gly developed in power of a particular kind, 
•—artist minds, as long as they exist chiefly in and 
for their art, their Acuities bent on working, cre- 
ating, representing, — often remain immature in 
judgment, and unfitted to cope with the actuaL 
Experience either comes to them more slowly and 
at a later period than to most others ; or, if it come, 
it teaches nothing ; they never seem the wiser for it. 
In such minds experience is not material for con- 
duct, but material for fancy, and their theory and 
their practice are found strangely and uncon- 
sciously at variance; — ^in short, they remain chil- 
dren ; and — spite of all their faults and provoca- 
tions—one is tempted to add, ** Of such are the 
kingdom of heaven;" so ethereal are they, com- 
pared to those whose minds have been shaped by 
pressure of outer circumstances — like clay, instead 
of being developed from within, like the flower. 
Some artist natures, with which my own has 
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bLen brought intu contact, I bare likened in Btj 
[mpadence to ill-managed wall fruit — ripe, ricfa| 
bloomiag, loBcioua on one die ; on tbe other, im- 
matare, defective, sometimeB worse — hard, if not 

How far in anch natures we might bring the bal- 
ance right, throngb watchfiil discipline and duo 
cnltivalioQ, ia a queBtion: — how much'might be 
gained, how much lost — for something would cer- 
tainlj be lost in the process — and bow far Bucb 
natures, and bow far society, would be benefited 
bj tbe remit, are also questions not to be hastily 
Nuwered. One thing is certain, the Darteneufii 
in art would fare the worse ; tbey would lose theii 
"tnta oat of die minaj side of tbe peach." 

Such reflections may appear rather too general 
and serious for the matter in hand, — the ^loge at 
an accomplished singer ; but they will not b« 
deemed out of place, nor, as I trust, in danger of 
misapprehension, where the theme ia such a woman 
and such an artist as Adel^de Kemble. With her, 
as with every true woman, tbe intellect and tbe 
genitu were modified by the sensibilities and the 
moral qualities. With her, as with every great 
artist, her art was not a profession merely, — acci- 
dental and divisible from the rest of her existence; 
■t was in ber blood, in ber bang, a part of tbe ma 
terial of ber life. Waa she not a Kemble bom — 
the true daughter of ber race ? And though in 
her the artistic organization waa more than bal. 
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■need bj latrge ijBf)athief and wann ftfiections, il 
wu of foroe eaoogh to give the beat to her dispt^ 
Btion and detenoine tke yocation. Not tbat Ade** 
kide Kemble eoidd ever hare fband her ade, or 
even her highest happiness in her theatrical yoca- 
tion ; not that tiie loftiest triumph of gratified aubi- 
tion, howeyer nobly directed, could have sufficed to 
tnch a heart, "^ or have filled fliU the sonl hnngrj 
for joy." B«t the experiment was to be tried. 
Till it had been tried, till a part of her life had 
flowed oat in ih]% its natural direetion, she never^ 
as I firmly believe, conld have entered with 8ati»* 
Action, or a settled mind, or assurance in herseU^ 
an any other condition of existenee. 

Yet in her case, as im her sistei^s, there wwe 
prejudices to be overcome, or, at least, pre-arrange- 
ments to be set aside. She was first, at the age of 
seventeen, intended for a concert dinger, wkhoofc 
any view to the stage.* Her magnificent voiee^ 
naturally a contraltos was more remarkable at tlua 
time for volume and quality of tone, than for com* 
pass and flexibility. The range of power and eza* 
cution necessary for a dramatio singer, was to ba 

• She made her lint sppearano*, u a eonoert singer, in Iio» 
Am, and subBeqwitty at fba York fMtfnJ In 18M. She fidtoa, 
or, at least, produced no elfcct. She had not bean snflMflmify 
prepared by study ; her appeanmoe was, I hava heard, contzasy 
to her own wishes, and she had not thefteeadd entire nse of 
ber own powers, eren as ftr as they wen developed. It would 
be difflenit fiir those who haw seen her tsead the stage hi 8«> 
ntramide to ImagiBe, how timid she was, how gauekt, how totally 
ie?old of self-possession at this time, and for a long time aftsr 
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ttcqnired only by long «nd profound stud}, and 
incessant practice. To attain that command over 
her voice, which was to be with her a means, not 
an end, she went first to Pans, and placed herself 
under the tnidon of Bordogni for three years. She 
then visited Germany; reyidted England in the 
ipring of 1SS8 ; and in the same year proceeded 
fco Italy, for the purpose of practice and improve- 
ment. 

Her first theatrical engiq^eaienit was made for 
tiie Theatre at Trieste. On her way from Milaa 
to Trieste she was detained at Venice. The Im* 
presario there, the Marchese Pallavicini, whose 
Prima Donna had failed, and trho was at a lost 
how to finish his season, prevailed on her to sp^ 
pear for one night. This accident was the cause 
of her making her first appearance as a singer and 
actress on the stage of the Fenice, at Venice. 

The opera was the ** N(nnna ; " her success com* 
plete, notwithstanding a degree of timidity and 
emotion which had nearly overpowered her self* 
possession. She sang in the same opera seven 
more nights at the other theatre^ the San Bene* 
detto, and with increasing eiFeci and popularity. 
She then proceeded to fulfil her engagement at 
Trieste. 

She remaned in that city for about three months, 
and sang with great success, first in the Gemma di 
Vergy, a poor part, and not well calculated either 
for acting or singing, and then in Bicci's " Noiase 
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di Figaro." This last opera, thoagb foil of cbann* 
ing music, failed in consequence of two cabals at 
tbe same time, — ^Mazzucato's party, wbo wished 
his opera of " Esmeralda" to carry the day, and 
the party of Conte Tasca, whose wife (La Taccani) 
was the other Prima Donna, and who tried to 
make eyer3rthing fail in which she did not sing. 
This, perhaps, was the first initiation of a high and 
generous spirit into the mean intrigues and tracas' 
series of the Italian theatres. Long experience 
rendered such displays of selfishness and enyioua 
temper a mere matter of coarse ; but even when 
use had lessened the amazement and disgust with 
which they were at first encountered, the sense of 
the painful and the ridiculous remained to the 
last 

From Trieste Adelaide returned to Milan, and 
made her first appearance at the Scala, in the 
** Lucia di Lammermoor." In consequence of one 
of those intrigites de th6dtre to which I have allud- 
ed, and which, in this particular instance, had ar- 
rayed against her the whole corps d'op^ra, and 
even the Impresario himself, she had nearly failed ; 
but recovered her hold on the public sympathies ; 
maintained her position, and sang for sixteen nights 
with increasing success. 

She then proceeded to Padua, and sang there in 
Mercadante*s ^* Elena da Feltre " with the highest^ 
the most enthunastic applause. Then succeeded a 
long illness, produced by being called on to sing 
wh'^n under the influence of fever. During an in* 
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tervai of several months she did not appear befora 
die public, at least not on the stage. She remained 
at Bologna, studying for the greatest part of the 
tmie, under the direction of Mercadante and 
Cartagenova, — the former the most profound 
musician, the latter the most accomplished lyrical 
actor, in Italy. 

Her next appearance was at Mantua, where 
■he sang in the '* Lucia " and ** Elena de Feltre," 
with complete success. Thence she proceeded to 
Naples, where she sang for ten months with in- 
creasing popularity, before the most fastidious au« 
diences in Italy, in the ** Beatrice di Tenda," the 
»* Otello," the " Due Figaro," an opera buffa of 
Speranza ; in the " Bravo " of Mercadante, the 
** Norma," and the '* Sonnambula ; " acquiring in 
every new part added power, and added celebrity. 
She was at the height of her reputation, and 
might now have commanded her own terms on any 
fltage in Italy, when the news of her Other's dan- 
gerous illness recalled her suddenly to England. 
She arrived in London in April, 1841, after an 
•bsence of three years ; during half that period 
{he had sung in public, the rest of the time had 
iieen devoted to unremitting study of her art 

Of her existence in Italy taken altogether, — its 
^cissitudes, its triumphs, and its trials, — enough has 
been said as preparatory to her career in England , 
yet the retrospect suggests som3 reflections which 



■MD0, bcT aduMxriedged p o aili o u in ha own coBa> 
toy, &e hi^tot qulitiei of miad ^m1 keait, abso- 
fanalj- went far nolbiDg ia ilie esiKBate fotaxA <£ 
ber poUiclf and privatdj ; but m a Kcrat widm 
(f Mltr«9ect,eTen thenthejcnilediiuick. Tbe/ 
" bore her, dolphin-like, aboTa the dement aha 
moTed iu.~ Broogfat into close contaL-t with the 



of a tbeaCrica] E&, erery wkj br bcJow the loweit 
and the worst we '**ft imaome of the imh** ^-rrfc 
fence here, the appean to hare iteeied her eoana 
throngh all that waa bme and periloin, ■■ one 
whom it could not tooch, — ai one who, Btorallj 
■peaking, bote a chanued Uft. Trwe it it, fbat 
what wai rerolting and contemptible, was at tbt 
nme time too open, groH, and palpaUe ta preaent 
danger or perplezitj' to such a nund tr hei& 
Bnt thii waa not her otij, nor ber bert aafe- 
guard. 

Even in the depA of wearioaa and ^sgost, !»■ 
■pired bj the low moral stete of those aronnd her, 
her appreciatiou of the beaulifiil and the good, 
wbarever (hej' were to be found, left her not with- 
out lOHie aonrces of pore and heartfelt ptesBni*, 
apart fhnn the exernse c^ her talanti, and tbe 
triumphs of gratified ambitiDn. A real, yet half- 
uni'Oiucioi]* npeiiori^, moral, and mental, In 
nhioh there mingled no allo^ of Uttemen <w aa- 
lumplion, left ber judgownt free, — left her nwaln 
Biid alive to eveiy c 
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deitiny which could strike a mind endowed with 
powen of reflection and comperison, as well as 
with tme feelings and quick perceptions. Vile as 
were sone of her forced associates, still there were 
to be found among them, and not seldom, those ele* 
ments of poetry with which her own poetical nature 
could animikte, or, at least, could sympathize. In 
the interrals of her puUic engagements she lived 
IB retirement, devoting herself whc^y to the study 
of the scientific and practical difficulties of her 
profession, until she had achieved a perfect nu» 
tery over those vocal and mechanical processes 
throogh which the ardent mind within was to make 
itself heard and felt Befere she quitted Italy, the 
hereditary histrionic genius of her family, and her 
rare musical talent, both fullj developed, and aided 
by those advantages which only Italian training 
can give the vocalist, had combined to place her, 
even there, as a lyrical actress beyond all compe- 
tition, beyond all comparison, except with the r^ 
membered glories of Pasta and Malibran. In En^ 
land she was viewed in another light, and had to 
go throogh a different ordeaL 

To say that the women of the Kemble family 
Owed their preeminence in their profession solely 
to profeesicnial talent, appears to me a great mis- 
take. To say that they owed the interest and 
dignity with which they were mvested in public, 
and the position they held in private society, 
Merely to their unsullied reputation in domcstw 
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life, is not only a mistake, — ^it is a positiye insolt 
to them^ not less than to the many amiable and ex- 
cellent women who have adorned the ptofeasion by 
Tirtaes as well as by talents. No; it has been 
through every branch of this remarkable family 
the element of the ideal in aspiration and intellect 
—something more generous and elevated in their 
ambition — ^which has thus distinguished them ; the 
prevalence of the poetical in the whole tone of the 
mind, interfused through all their artistic concej^ 
tions on the stage ; and in private life a self-respect 
which ennobled at once themselves and their pro- 
fession. Such women had a right to hold them- 
lelves above those of the miiier — and they did so. 

The world has been accused of regarding the 
profession of the stage with unjustifiable contempt; 
—but, without referring here to insolent prejudices 
which I have heard avowed, even there where 
they were most ungraceful and most ridiculous ;— 
it seems to me, that the artists, taken as a class, 
must blame themselves for the low place they hold 
in the public estimation. I have known those of 
the profession who, in the midst of infinite personal 
assumption, and a dependence on applause, almosi 
mean in its excess, have affected to hold in abso- 
lute contempt the profession by which they lived, 
—to speak of it merely as a forced means of gain- 
ing a livelihood, — and to talk as if it were beneath 
them. Now this is pitiable, and the effect of it 
debasing. I have heard such professional people 
murmur bitterly against the pride of the Kemblei 
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and the Macreadys. They might reflect, that the 
pride from which their individual amour propre 
may suffer more or less, has raused their whole pro- 
fesaon in the public estimation, — ^would raise it 
higher, if elevated principle and self-respect were 
a little more the rule, — ^not, aa I am afraid it is, the 
exception. 

We draw, or ought to draw, a wide distinction 
between what the French call une artiste^ and 
what we and the Germans designate as an artist in 
the truer and higher, as well as the more general, 
sense of the word. Une artiste^ in the French 
sense, may dengnate any woman who gains a live- 
lihood by "public means," — who sings, dances, 
acts: who considers her talent merely as a com- 
modity, to be exchanged against so much gold and 
silver. Her beauty, her grace, her art, her genius 
itself, are means only to an end, and that end the 
most vulgar, and altogether unsanctified — ^the ac- 
quisition of money for merely selfish purposes. 
Even if she lead what is usually termed and con« 
sidered a respectable life, she is not preserved by 
any innate sense of her own dignity, or the dignity 
of her objects, from the one-sided influences of an 
engrossing profession and the &ults incidental tu, 
almost inseparable from it ; of which the insatiate 
avidity for gain, and for applause as a means of 
gain, is not the worst We ask nothing of such a 
woman but that she should do her work well, and 
pve us the worth of our money. We conmder the 



I8S KSMOIBA. 

product merelf, and mueli in tihe figbt dhe turn 
fidera it herself: we pa^r her demand i« aoiid pM 
or empty bravoei ; — im the doable woae, (he labo^ 
er ii worthy of her hire. 

Jin artist^ properly lo called, u a wonan idio if 
not aflhaoaed to gain a livelihood by tiie pofalic 
eruise of her talent, — rather feels a just pride in 
sessing and asserting the means of independenee, 
-4>at who does not consider her talent merely as ea 
Bauch merchandise to be oarried to the bestnaiksli 
but as a jj^ift from on High, for the use or aboee of 
which she will be held responsible belbie the God 
who bestowed it Being an artist she takes het 
place as such in sooiety,-^stands on her own groondf 
content to be known and honored for what die is; 
and conscious that in her positioa as a gifted axtis^ 
there belongs a dignity equal to, thoogh it be 
different from, rank or birth* Not shunning Aa 
'nrcles of refined and aristocratie Hfe, nor those of 
middle life* nor of any life ; — stnee life, in all iti 
forms, is within the reach of her sympathies, and il 
b one of the privileges of her artist^poeitiom to her 
long to none — and to be the -delight of all : she wean 
the conventional tranmielB of society jnsfe as she 
wears her coHume de th^rt .* it is a dress in whidi 
she is to play a part. The beantiM, the noUe, the 
heroic, the affecting sentiments die is to vtter befbee 
the public, are not turned into a vile iiarody by her 
privai^ deportment and personal qualities — rather 
borrow from both an incalculable mcxral effset 
while in her womanly character, the peipetua 
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of her form, her features, her ymce, 
ivith the loveliest and loftiest creations of hnmaD 
genius, enshrines her in the ideal, and plays like a 
glory roand her head. Meantime, an aitbt anong 
artists, identifying herself with their interests, — 
sympathising, helpful,— «he keeps iur aloof from 
tiieir degrading competitions and sensual halnts: 
and doomed to go in company with all that is most 
painful, most abhorrent to her feelings^ — " turns 
that necessity to glorious gain."* She moyes 
thnnigh the Tolgar and prosaic aeoompanimentp 
of her hehind-the-aeenei existence, without allowing 
it to trench upon the poetry of her conceptions.* 
and throws herself upon the sympathy of an excit- 
ed and admhing puUic withoiut being ihe slave of 
its eaprices. She has a feeJiag that on the disdn- 
gaished women of her owb dass is laid th^ de^ 
responsibility of elevating cr degrading the wMe 
pro&flBion; — of rendering more aeceasible to tkm 
gifted and high-minded a really elegant and exfJi- 
ed vocation, or leaving it yet more and more « 
stumbling-block in the way of the conscientious arMi 
tiie pure-hearted.t 
To the former class belong the greater number 

* ** And doooMd to go in oompanj with pain, 
Axkd iter, and bloodshed,— miMnlble traln,-^ 
TnroB that neceaaity to i^oriou gain l^-^Wordtworth. 

f WkanwittiagChiaalMnoler ofa fanato artfat, I had Bin. 
Bmrf Slddoaa In mj misMi, and in my heart. It ia no idaai 
fartralt, fbr auofa aha waa ; m mA had I aot loMwn that aioat 
■BMilMt andadaiaable woaaa, lahovldsot prokably havaoaa- 
irtvad or written it. One more eminantlj the gantlewomaii kt 
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if those women, to whom we owe much thai 
sweetens and embeOiahes life ; — much of pleasoi^ 
ible sensation ; of the latter class are the few ex- 
^tions, hot SQch haye been, and are among ns. 

When Adelaide Kemble prepared to make her 
ddnti on the English stage, it was with the ao* 
knowledged detennination to attain, by everj 
possible ezerdon, distinction and independence; 
bot it was also with some larger and less selfish 
Tiews than are nsnaUy entertuned by a young 
aspirant for public applaoae: — riews which she 
frequently and earnestly discussed with such at 
her friends as could sjrmpathixe with them. She 
wished to naturalize the Italian lyrical drama, with 
all its beautiful capabilities, on the English stage ; to 
cultivate a taste for a higher and better school of 
dramatic music. She said, after her first great 
success, — *^ Whatever may be the issue of this,— 
whether I eventually stand or fall, — whether I 
keep the high place I have won, or lose it, — ^I shall 
at least have opened a path for those who come 
after me; — ^a path, in which great things may 
be done, both for themselves and for the cause of 

0M highest, traest sense of fhe word, I hxte nerer met wlfeh 
She left the stage after thirty-two years of profesrional Bfe, "purs 
In the inmost foldings of her heart ;" — preserving to the latett 
hour of her ezlstenoe her fldth in goodnesB, ha fonrent, yet 
serene pietf , and a power of elemting the minds of all wlio 
approached her, through the simple moral dignitf of her owa 
nature, rhieh I hare nerer seen equalled. She died in OololMr, 
18M 
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dramatic music in England." And her k tense 
perception of the grand and the beautiful in her 
own art, — ^and her rare power of realizing both, — 
rendered such enthusiasm, on her part, noble and 
worthy of all praise, which had sounded like pre- 
sumption in any other. Such feelings, such views, 
became her well : there might have been moments 
of impatience, of despondency, when they were 
not consciously uppermost in her mind, — ^when 
they were even put aside as visionary, — ^but they 
were always there; — and I have not the slightest 
doubt that, by giving a loftier grace to her step, 
and to the expression of her fine face a more 
serious digi^ity, they enhanced her moral powei 
over her auditors, and imparted, unconsciously, t. 
profounder significance to the grand style of her 
acting. 

Her first appearance on a London stage was 
attended by circumstances, which lent it an extra- 
ordinary interest in the eyes of the public, and 
gave it some peculiar advantages and disadvan- 
tages as regarded herself. As the youngest daugh- 
ter of that " Olympian dynasty," which had held 
and transmitted, through several generations, the 
sceptre of supremacy in her art, and which the 
whole English nation regarded with a just pride 
and reverence, she seemed to have a prescriptive 
right, not merely to the indulgence, but to the 
\omage and affections of her audience. On the 
other hand, if the high name she bore was as a 

as 
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diadem rrfund lier brow, it was also a pledge of 
powers aud talents not easily redeemed. It raised 
expectations not easily satisfied. Where there was 
genius, it was a grace the more ; — ** where virtae 
was, it was more Tirtuoos;" it coald impart an 
added splendor to the triumph of excellence ; but 
on mediocrity and defeat it had stuck a fatal and 
lasting stigma. To any other in the same position, 
failure would haye been a misfortune ; to her it 
must hare been disgrace. These were the adyan« 
t^s and disadyantages, which, in the yeiy outset, 
pressed upon her mind. How strongly, how acute* 
ly they were felt, — ^widi what a mingled throb of 
pride and apprehension she prepared to meet the 
ordeal, — those can teU who wwe near her in that 
hour of trial — and of triumph. 

Then the Opera selected for her first appear- 
ance, the '* Norma " of Bellini, — ^in some respects 
an excdlent choice, — had also' its difficulties and 
disadyant^ea. She had sang in it at Venice ; it 
was associated with her first success ; it was well 
calculated for her person and her features, which 
had the historical and poetical cast of the Kemble 
fiuDoily; modified, howeyer, by strong likeness to 
her mother. The music suited the natural and 
acquired qualities of her roice ; and the character 
and situations were calculated to exhibit to ad« 
yantage her style of acting — ^majestic, earnest, pas- 
sionate. On the other hand, both the music and 
the character wera so familiar, that the effect of 
Qoydty in ei&er was wanting. Pasta, the >rigina 
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Jffditna, had lefl behind her und^ring recollections ; 
and Grisi, the soccessor of Pasta on the stage of 
the Italian Opera^ was then trinmphant in her 
beauty, and at the height of her matared powers 
as singer and afjtress. The translation, though 
well executed on the whole, offered great difficul- 
ties to one who had been accustomed to &ng the 
music to the words for which it was composed, 
and who was now obliged to adapt the organs of 
her voice to a different enunciation of syllablei 
and sounds. The cultivated taste, the exquintely 
nice ear, revolted against the blending of awk- 
wardly inverted words with notes for which they 
had no affinity. Milton speaks of " Music married 
to immortal verse ; " this, to continue the metaphor^ 
was a forced and unequal marriage, and threatened 
discard. The difficulty was, however, met and 
oivercome, as it had been vanquished before by 
Malibran and others ; but never so completely, so 
successfully, as by Adelaide Eemble. There were 
passages in the recitative in which her distinct and 
perfect articulation was Mi throngh the munc, and 
told most beautifully. 

But to return to her first appearance, and the 
first impression it produced. Her entrance on the 
stage was a moment of intense interest Th« 
audience gave her that enthusiastic welcome which, 
under the circumstances, was not merely a thing 
of course, but expressive of the cordial good-wUl 
wd respect d^e to a Eemble. Then for a time all 
«xpression of feeling was hushed by expectatkm, 
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pk3rhaps by anxious doubt ; the first effect was pio< 
duced by the sustamed note at the concluaon of 
the first recitative, on the word sever (in Italian, 
" il sacro Tischio mieto " ) ; the wondering, de- 
lighted, breathless suspense in which it held her 
auditors, was succeeded by a short pause of ab- 
iolutt astonishment, and then by a general and 
deafening shout of applause. Still the more re- 
fined and enlightened portion of her audience with- 
held their judgment ; they felt that this wonderful 
passage was, after all, a mere tour deforce. They 
waited for higher proo& of higher powers. The 
execution of her first cavatina, the " Casta Ditm^ 
particularly of the cabaletta " hello a me ri^ 
tomi ! " showed to advantage the capabilities of 
her voice. As the opera proceeded, more delicate 
touches of passion and feeling, especially in the 
first duet with Adalgisa, the fine opening of the 
trio, " di qwd set tu vUtima ; " and the last scene 
of the first act, " Vanne, si! mi lascia, indegno!" 
displayed her power of tragic declamation, com- 
bined with musical science. Her impassioned and 
pathetic acting all through the last scenes showed 
how completely she had entered into her part as a 
whole ; and the curtain fell amid the most enthu- 
siastic demonstrations of applause and delight. 

Speaking from recollection, I should say that ihb 
finest, the most impressive passage in the whole 
opera, both in vocal and in tragic power, was the 
deep, cahn solemnity with which she commenced 
Hie duett, "In mia man alfin tu sd;" it wai 



ADELAIDB KBMBLB. 889 

teniHe: — ^and the power of her yoice in the sos^ 
tenvto passages told wonderfully all through this 
grand scena. I pass over some other effects ; but 
must be allowed one observation, which is irresis- 
tibly suggested by my recollection c^ her in this 
particular-part 

Though a consummate musician, Adelaide Kern- 
ble was not a mere singer. A larger range of 
reflection, an intellect more generally cultivated 
than is usual in her profession, had opened to her 
more extended views of her own art. She felt all 
the capabilities, all the fascinations, of the lyrical 
drama ; but she had been nourished on Shak- 
speare, and felt the bounds within which, as a lyr- 
ical actress, her powers were to be circumscribed ; 
felt, not without some impatience, the line which di- 
vides the opera-seria from le^timate tragedy ; and 
was sometimes tempted too near the extreme bound- 
ary of the former. The sacrifice of all verisimilitude 
as regards story and character is, in opera, a thing 
of course. Certain unreal and impossible prem- 
ises must be granted, — and are so; — ^but sometimes 
the necessity of sacrificing the truth of expression 
and character to the vocal intonation was felt as a 
■ore infliction by one who, as I have observed, was 
not a mere singer. This led her, at times, into a 
fault not unworthy of a true daughter of the Een> 
ble line. She was apt to sacrifice the music, the 
rocal intonation, to the more emphatic expression 
of character or passion. This was an absolute 
:%ult; and for tliis reason several passages iv 
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the Norma, — ai for example, *^ See the wretek"' 
the wretch Ihou hast made me," — ^*^ That I am m 
mother I ma^ forget," — ^and the whole scene witli 
Orovecso were uiiperfectl7 giyen to the last ; she 
forgot the vocalist in the tragedian. Had she 
sung in Italian, this perhaps, would not have oo< 
curred ; and, at all events, had she remained on 
the stage, she would have surmounted the tempta* 
lion thus nobly to err. Where the development 
of a character is restricted within the bounds of 
situation and emotion, and confined to certain ef« 
fects, produced through a conventional medium, 
difficulties are to be vanquished, of which only the 
most ^fied and intellectual among vocal artiste 
have a complete perception. Adelaide Kemble, ai 
Ab saw beyond the limits within which she was to 
circumscribe her aims, had all the more deeply 
reflected on whatever could possibly be achieved 
within those limits, — by propriety of accentuation 
and expression, and by adjusting to the musii 
every variety of movement and attitude. A lyr- 
ical actress must not only be graceful ; she must 
set grace to murac, and measure it by time. If the* 
figure do not bend ; if the arm be not rsdsed or 
lowered ; the head thrown back ; the step advanced, 
not only at a particular moment, but to a particular 
note, the result is discord to the nice ear and prac- 
tised eye. But no teaching can give this, no study, 
no thought; only a most harmonious mind, to which 
the limbs and frame move in spontaneous accord- 
ance, can convey the impression of perfect 
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and grace, where every motioii and action is '^aL 
eulated. Lyrical acting is, in fact, a species of 
dance. Seldom is the musical organization so per- 
fect as to combine in exquisite proportion the 
power of musical utterance with the sense of grace, 
as regards form and movement Hence so few 
singers, particularly English and French singers, 
have been good performers. 

Adelaide Eemble excelled in harmonious pro- 
priety of action and expression, and with her it 
was partly the result of spontaneous impulse, partly 
of reflection. One instance among many reminded 
me of her aunt Siddons. It was recorded of that 
great actress, that she had, at different periods, 
adopted successively three different ways of giving 
one phrase in Lady Macbeth, — 

" If we fafl— we faQ." 

At first with a quick, contemptuous interrogation, 
— ** We fsdl ? " as if indignant at the implied 
doubt Afterwards with the note of admiration, 
and an accent of astonishment, laying the empha- 
ns on the word toe, — " we fail ! " Lastly, she fixed 
on what must appear to all the true reading, and 
consistent with the fatalism of the character, — 
** We fail." — with the simple period, modulating her 
voice to a deep, low, resolute tone, as if she had 
said, — ^** If we fail, why then wefailf and all is over.* 
In the same manner Adelidde Eemble varied 
certain effects, after due consideration of the tree 
t^inifieance of the character as bearing on the situ»- 
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tion and tbe momentary feeling. In the '^ Norma, 
in that fine scene and duet with Pollio, when she 
sees her faithless lover at her mercy, she had tried 
three different intonations in giving the phrase, — 
E tua vita ti perdono : at first with a bitter con- 
tem])t for what she gave ; next with a scorn of him 
to whom she gave it ; lastly with a tremulous re- 
lenting in the voice, which was inexpressibly 
touching, and in accordance with the feeling sug- 
gested by the words which follow, — E non piu H 
rivedrb! The last was doubtless the true expres- 
sion. These successive alterations were remarked 
and appreciated by an Italian audience. I am not 
sure that her English audience would have proved 
either so sensitive or so discriminating. 

The people showed themselves, however, not 
unworthy of the bright vi^on which had risen 
upon them, nor slow in appreciating the intelli- 
gence, the feeling, and the musical science, which 
surpassed all that had yet been seen on the Eng- 
lish stage. Those who differed at first with regard 
to the precise rank she was to hold as a singer 
were at least agreed in this, that no English vocal- 
ist had ever yet approached her as an actress. 
Every night she sang she gained on the affections 
\nd the judgment of the public; and those who 
had long forsaken the theatre as a place of amuse- 
ment became for her sake habitues. 

The crowds which flocked to the representation 
of the "Norma" had not diminished even after 
forty repetitions, and the excit6.ment was still at 
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its height when she appeared (January *23, 1842) 
in the " Elena Uberti/' an English version of the 
'* Elena da Feltre " of Mercadante, in which she 
had sung with so much applause at Padua and at 
Naples. But of all the operas in which she ap- 
peared here this was the least popular. The music 
was a pasticcio f with a scena from Pacini (the ^^ H 
Boave e b'el contento ")) and a finale from the *^ Em- 
ma de Antiocho." The rest of the opera, though 
extremely well put together — ^** gut instrumentirt,'* 
as the Germans say — ^had little of either melody 
or ori^nality. The situations, though striking, 
were commonplace. With all these disadvantages, 
And a confined canvas, there were points in which 
she displayed a power of tragic acting beyond 
anything in the " Norma ; ** and though the opera 
failed in efiect, she herself rose higher than ever 
in the estimation of the public — particularly in the 
last scene of despair and madness. To go mad to 
music, and to preserve, in tne very tempest and 
whirlwind of passion, the vocal effects and the har- 
monious grace of movement, so that all shall be 
ccdculaJted instinctively (if I may so express my- 
self), and keep time with the orchestral accompa- 
niments, is one of the greatest difficulties — and 
when vanquished, one of the greatest triumphs— 
of lyrical acting. 

The transition from the grandeur of Norma and 
the deep tragedy of the " Elena Uberti " to the 
gayety of the ^^ Figaro," was a trial and a proof 
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of tke Tersatilify of her talent Those who had 
allowed and admired her capabilities for tragio 
acting, and her efiectiye execution of modem 
Italian music, seemed uncertain how &r she was 
fitted for the opera bufia, or how far she might be 
trusted with the classic melodies of Mosart Such 
doubts were soon dissipated. Of all her triumphi^ 
the part of Susanna was, perhaps, Ihe most bril* 
liant She not only understood, she revelled in 
the beauty of the music. She sang it with a purity 
of style which fully eyinoed her real taste and c<nv 
rect judgment; and at the same time, with an 
exuberance of delight which seemed to oyeidow 
throughout the part, and in which her audi^ica 
sympathized cordially. If, in her conception ci 
the character, there was a little too much of dig» 
nity and refinement for the Susanna of Beaumaiv 
ehais, it was only the more true to the muncal veiw 
sion of the character, as conceived by Mozart. 
We cannot but feel how much his charming musici 
BO earnest and passionate in the midst of its gayety, 
had been desecrated by the common stage*repre* 
sentation of a mere romping chambenxuud. Ada> 
laide Kemble felt, with exquisite taste, how &lse, 
with all its apparent literalness, would have been 
such an impersonation of Mocarfs Susanna. 
There was no want of archness, of sprightlinessi 
of buoyant animal spirits ; but all melodized, all 
lofbened by the truth of the lyrical effect ; thus 
sombining attention to the original spirit of tha 
iharacter, and to ihf^ spirit infused into it by Mi^ 
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mrt That fine cayatina in the last scene, **I>ek 
frtenif-^non tardar," generally <NXittted on the Ital* 
ian stage, was retained ; and she sang it with sacb 
admirable taste and pathos, and such a finished 
delicacy of style, that, among musicians, this suo* 
cess crowned her as a firBtrj*ate vocal artist But 
the manner in which she gave the famous air, Voi 
ff&0 sapete ehe eo»a e amor, was as fine as a piece of 
▼ocalism, as it was novel and exquisite as an ex* 
ample of her consummate judgment in comic act* 
ing. It was marked by such a feeling of pn^rietj 
and expresfflon, r^arding this song as a part of a 
whole, that it may be mentioned here aa a lesson 
in art At fint, when she snatched the page'i 
long out of his hand, die beg»n with a sort of 
ironical air, and a glance at him and the countess, 
as if consciously expresedng hU sentiments; but 
•he proceeded as if hurried away by her feeling of 
the sentiment, and continued her song with more 
and more of heartfelt expression, as if forgetting, 
till she approached the conclusion, that she was 
personating another. In general, this air, which 
belongs to Cherubino, but b always given to Su- 
sanna, is sung as a mere ptkce de pretention^ as if 
to the audience or the stage-lamps, without refer- 
ence to the action or the business of the scene — ^aU 
truth of situation, all vraisemblanee forgotten. 

Aii this opera the recitative was omitted, and the 
dialogue substituted, not the witty dialogue of 
Beaumarchais, b*it a translation of the very insiiud 
and pmntless dialogue cxf the Italian libretto, and 
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of this onty jost so much as was necessary to conp 
nect the songs. Still, it was delightful to hear, foi 
the first time, the speaking tones of a voice which 
seemed to be made up of music. Her peifect and 
beautiful enunciation was pronounced to be '* wor 
thy of the school in which it was formed," and the 
easy grace of her movements, and the charming 
nalveU of some of her scenes, recalled her mother 
to the recollection of all who had seen that 
delightfid actress in the days of her youth and 
beauty. 

The *' Sonnambula," in which she had sung at 
Naples with brilliant success, was her next triumph ; 
and the part of Amina was certainly one of those 
in which she produced the greatest effect on the 
English stage. In this opera she had to sustain a 
formidable comparison with two of the most accom- 
plished singers the world has yet seen — ^Malibran 
and Persiani. The *' Sonnambula " was a part in 
which Pasta had never produced a pleasing effect, 
because she was too great. She threw into the 
peasant girl too much of the tragic heroine— too 
much weight and grandeur. Malibran had too much 
passion and vehemence — ^too much of the gipsy* 
Persiani was a little too ladylike. Adelaide Eem- 
ble had conceived the character differently, and, 
as I think, more truly than any one of these great 
artists. She delineated the simple, affectionate, 
joyous country girl overtaken by a misery against 
which she has no defence, not even in her inno- 
cence. She made a gentle, confiding ^endemeai 
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Ae pradcKmnant eendment io her inqtersoDalkn, 
aa it ia of the music ; and to this conceplioii of the 
character, gnstauied Snxd first to last with iufinilc 
dolieacy and consistencf , she wai content to Bscri- 
fice Kme of those brilliant and wonderful effect* 
which, aa a nnger, she might have prodnced bad 
■he hnej bo minded. For instance, in anging the 
last bra0ira, " Ah I oon giunge luuan peusiero," shr 
neithf.r aimed at the sparkling grace and triumpb- 
aiii rapture with which the enchantress Malibraa 
bod poured it forth, as from some fouut^n of song 
in the depths of her own soul, looking the while 
half gTpsj and half sibjrl, nor did she emulate the 
elegance and elaborate finish which characterized 
Persiaai, in the same song ; hut she gave it more 
of sentiment than either, and here and there with 
a touch of tremuloQB feehng, in which the rich 
tones of pleasure seemed to vibrate to a past hut 
recent sorrow. When asked whj she had varied 
from the usual style of execution in this particulat 
iODg, and from the more obvious expression, she 
repUed, with quick feeling, " What I do yon think 
fiiepoor girl has foigotten in a few moments all the 
agonies she has passed through?' I have said 
that of all her parts, this was one of the most suc- 
cessful. It was also the one most severely trying 
to her strength and feelings. She frequently fuut- 
td after or during the performance ; and, to the 
last, never sang in it without being exbansted bj 
her own emotions. 
Oi the first of October in this year, aAer a toot 
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oi a few months in the proTincefl, die made hef 
first appearance in the '* Semiramide.'* From the 
representation of the lively Cameriefra and the 
gentle heart-stricken Amina; ftota the profoond 
soul-thrilling mnac of Mozart and the tender 
melodies of Bellini, she stepped at once into the 
impersonation of the haughty Assyrian Queen, and 
lent her charming voice to the brilliant spirit*alip* 
ting airs of Bossini. 

On her first appearance in the *' Semiramide,* it 
was my impression that either she had pitched her 
conception a tone and a half too low, or that she 
was disabled by her nervous terror and want of 
self-reliance, — by the very sennbilitf, in shorty 
which was the charm of her acting as of her chat^ 
acter, — ^fix>m working out her conception in all iti 
Strength. She made the woman predominate 
throughout, whereas the Aesynaxi Queen ooght to 
do so ; in the first place because more true to the 
traditional character; secondly, because distin- 
guishing the role from others of the same dass, as 
the Norma and the Medea ; lastly, because the bar- 
baric pomp of the music bears oat this reading of 
the part It is true that we have strains here and 
there of voluptuous tenderness, but these are lost 
immediately in the clash of cymbals, and the rich, 
tumultuous, triumphant orchestral effects. It was 
not till aCter the third or fourth representation, that 
the character assumed that coloring of grandeur and 
power which it afterwards retained ; and from Mi 
tune she sang it better and better every nighty 
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bat il remained a feminine and pecnHar conceptioQ 
to the end. 

In the " Semiramide " slie had to contend witli 
mdying recollections of Pasta. Next to the 
Medea it had been the grandest effort of that 
meqnalled artist It was perhaps fortunate for 
Adelaide Eemble that she had nerer witnessed 
Pasta's performance of this character; that she 
was left untrammelled by any influences or reool* 
lections, to work out her own conception, which 
differed altogether item that which Pasta had 
originated, and which Grisi and others had adopt* 
ed, with more or less success. 

Pasta had conceiyed the part in a tone of great- 
acsB, in which the imperious queen predominated 
over the woman. In her impersonation, Semira- 
mide was a magnificent barbaric heroine, who 
ooold feel lore, hatred, fury, scorn, but hardly fear 
or remorse, still less tendemeas. Adelaide, on the 
contrary, had conceived the Semiramide as a 
voluptuous and despotic queen, in whom, amid 
crimes of the darkest &, the woman still pre- 
dominated. The music of this opera, fascinating as 
it is, and full of fine dramatic effects, has yet little 
originality, character, or solidity. It is deficient in 
itjle, — ^it is precisely of that kind on which an aiv 
eomplished singer could stamp her own conception. 
hk this respect how different from the music of 
Mozart I — so full of dramatic individuality, that 
be obliges the singer to adopt his conception of a 
eharacter, or falsify it altogether, and produce a 
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palpable discord. In angmg Mozart, ber infldno- 
tirely fine taste bad impelled her to defer to tbe 
feeling of tbe composer, eren where that diyerged 
from tbe more obvious tratb of the situation ; for 
instance, she made Susanna poetical, because all 
the music she sings is pasaonate and poetical ; bat 
in singing the Semiramide she felt quite at liberty 
to interpret the music as she chose. It was 
■altogether a beautiful and consistent deHnealion 
in the singing and in the acting. For exampley 
in the scene irith the spectre, in giving the pas- 
sage— 

*'Atrocepalpits 
ITopprima Tanima,** 

she displayed more of terror; Pasta, in the samfl 
scene, leas fear, and more horror, not unmin< 
gled with a sort of defiance. Throughout this 
icene Adelaide's voice trembled — she herself trem- 
bled. Pasta did not tremble but sank her voice to 
a fearful hollow tone, low as the deepest whisper, 
yet distinctly audible. It was quite consistent with 
Adelaide's conception, that, in the extremity of 
sudden terror, she should cling for support to the 
arm of Assur, and the next moment shrink from 
him in disgust, — and it was finely imagined. In 
Pasta's representation such an acnon had been 
wholly inconsistent and unnatural. This distinc- 
tion was still more marked in the famous duet with 
Assur, in the second Act And I do not hesitate 
to say, that her conception here was superior to 
that of Pasta, — ^more varied, more delicately fel^ 



bodi iu Um action and the mmical expresdon. Tbs 
predomiaant sentiment, as Faata sang and acted 
this scene, was not so much remorse for her cam 
M indignant scorn of her accomplice. This wai 
the coloring thronghout Adelaide displayed all 
the snccesaiTe passionB and shades of pasnoB 
which, under such circmnstances, wonM otbf 
whefan the eonl of the insulted qaeen, and tha 
goDly trembling woman. At one moment she 
grasped her poniard as thoogh she would ban 
■track it to the traitor's heart: the next she cowet' 
ed, she writhed under his threats and reproaches 
her bowed bead and clasped hands seeming to im- 
plore his forbearance ; and none can eauly forget 
Ae look of horror with which she glanced round, 
as she sang the words 

" L'ombra tenfbQs 
Del tua coDMsta 



Infta le t«D«br«," &«. 
U if the very air was filled with avenging fhiin 
1^ exulting ilrello — 

" Begina e Gnmlera 

Ponirti saprb" 

was a magnificent display tf passion, power, fim 
acting, and vocal science. I have known th« 
andience, in the midst of this pasaage, as if al^ 
■olutely carried away as she ran np the notes to 
the top of her v<Hce and swept across the stage, 
break into an invduntaiy sboot of adnuratioa, aa 
iutontly repressed, and again "they held their 
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breath for a time I " Most true to her conceptioo 
of the part, and inexpressibly touching and beauti^ 
ftd in itself, was the smile gleaming through tears, 
and the pathetic tremulous intonation with which* 
in the famous duet, ** Giomo d'orr6re 1" she gave 
the words, " E di contento 1 " Nothing, througi»- 
oat her whole career, gave me a more vivid 
impression of her capabilities as a first-rate intel^ 
lectual artist, than did this profound and exquisite 
touch of feeling, whether Ihe result of impulse, or 
of reflection, or both. 

On the 5th of November, in this year, she gava 
08 the <*Matrimonio Segreto." As in the ^Fi* 
garo^^the recitative was omitted, and there waft 
only as much dialogue retained as was absolutely 
necessary to connect the songs by the thread of 
an intelli^ble story. The English version, was, 
however, executed with unusual spirit and felicity. 
And never, perhaps, were the enchanting melo- 
dies of Oimarosa given in a more perfect style, nor 
with a finer feeling of their tender beauty and axoh 
significance. Her execution of the part of Carc^ 
lina was an example of the purely simple and 
classical Bnfia nnging, with a thorough apprecia^ 
tion of its true character ; and her acting through* 
out was as affectively charming and piquant Thia 
Opera and the ** Figaro " were those in which she 
laag with most pleasuro to herself and least phyn* 
oal exertion. The conclusion of the perfi>miaiic« 
iLways found her untired in voioe and spunls^— 
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oAen in a state of buoyant excitement ; and I do 
not recollect that she ever came off the 9tage mtb* 
out some strong expression of rapturoiu delight in 
the beauty of the music 

Her brief career of successive triumphs was now 
drawing to a close. She had, in one short yeari 
given evidence of the wide range of her power»-«p 
a range as wide as evAr was taken by any lyrical 
actress. She had shown herself on the stage, or 
in the concert-room, perfectly at home in every 
school,—-<every style of music. She had sung Merv 
cadante, Donizetti, Bellini ; she had sung Mozart^ 
Cimarosa, Weber, In tlie *' Norma," and the 
« Semiramide," and the " Sonnambula," she had 
emulated Pasta and Malibran. In the famous 
Kena of the '* Der Frieschutz," she had complied 
with Schroder Devrient. She had sung the '^ Erl* 
Ktfnig" and the ** Ave-Maria" of Schubert, and made 
every pulse throb or tremble to the music; and 
she had drawn tears in '^Anld Bobin 6ray."<^ 

•Among the BongB tbe aang most beantiftilly were Mendel- 
wohn^g^^ FriMings-lied,'^* Schubert's ** Hark, hark the kark;^ 
■nd DmiHner^i '^Oneres, tfuer<s.'> The Mine eompoeer let 9b$ 
her AJfied Tennyion^s flue ballad, ** Wt vmt two Daughurs ^ 
9ne Saee,^^ which she sang divinely ; it wae like a eoene out oC 
a tmgie drama ; and the style in whieh she sane it wee suitablf 
to the words and to the mode | but I oonld not say the seme ef 
^ AiM Robin Chray,''* which she made too iramutic^ It ought te 
be sung as the ** spinners and the knitters in the sim" would dog 
H, not like an air out of the ** Sonnambula { >' — this at least, wee 
isy own ftellng, but others lUt di£Eerently. When she saaf 
'Avid fiobin Qiay " fiir the first time in publk, the Tei^nM 
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Those who had watched her progress as a dra- 
matic singer felt that, in her departure, the stage 
had sustained a loss nerer to be replaced ; and, aa 
^et it has so proved. Some, who knew what her 
own aspirations had been, ardently wished that| 
before her retirement, she had appeared in three 
characters especially suited to her person, her 
mind, and her yocal powers; — the Iphigenia, the 
Medea, and the Donna Anna. 

For the first, she was fitted by her deep appreci- 
ation of all that constitutes ideal grandeur of style 
in impersonation as in song. She would have 
entered into the Iphigenia as conceived by Euripi- 
des, and by Groethe, and steeped its statue-like 
beauty in the music of Gliick. In the Medea she 
would have entered the lists with Pasta, and would 
have given us, probably, a new version of that 
grand impersonation ; for Adelaide Eemble could 
never (overflowing as she was with original power) 
have been an imitator of any one ; and her Medea 
would certainly, like her Semiraoude, have derived 
a coloring from her own individual temperament 
and genius. The Donna Anna of Mozart she had 



BUiop of Klldue, ttw bvoiher of Lady Anno lindsay, «m pns- 

■iit;MioonMtlMipoift>nnaDiCowMO'Ter,hecameiir othankuid 
Mmpliment the singer, but was so mneh mored as to bo aeaxoelj 
•bio to speak. In relbnring afterwards to this Incident, her owa 
•jes tparUed and filled with tears, showing how strongly she lUt 
Om moral power of her art. It should seem, howerer, that the 
ime ballad style is inoompattble with the dramatic style, Ibr not* 
withstanding the improTement in general power, she neirer saqg 
ballads so w«u after her return from Italy aa before she 
; the manner was too «iU«fMtfi» the sul^eet 
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Btadied, and had resolved on adopting that Tien 
of the character which is suggested in Hoffmann's 
poetical critique of the *' Don Juan/' In her im- 
personation, Donna Anna would not have been 
merel^r a lady walking about the stage with a dig- 
nified air, lamenting and ranging in deep mourn- 
ing. She had conceived the character not merely 
as a part to dng, but as a grand tragic rSle ; as it 
is developed in the pasnonate and luxuriant musio 
of Mozart, not merely as it is set forth in the 
words of the libretto. She intended to give it a 
depth of coloring such as no singer had ever im- 
parted, or thought of imparting to it before. This, 
ind far more, we might hare looked for from her. 
But her retirement took place under circumstances 
which those who most admired her could least 
regret; and her last appearance, like her first, 
was accompanied by incidental associations which 
rendered it as peculiar and touching as it was 
memorable. Her career had been so short I — so 
crowded by triumphs, which had left the public 
almost breathless! Musical critics had decided, 
''that tried even by the standard of Pasta and 
Malibran, she maintained, through original power 
and intellect, her own high place ; — ^measured 
against all English competitors and predecessors, 
she stood alone, and supreme." Yet they had 
scarcely come to this decision, when she was 
matched from their sight, like Ipihegnia from the 
eager gaze of the multitude, to sacrifice, or be sac- 
rificed, at a holier shrine. She disappeared m 
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faddenly aad at such a fa^gfat of popalarity^ it wai 
as if slie had been spirited away by soma ea 
chanter. 

She left the stage before her profession had beea 
rnlgarized to her by habit, — ^bdTore ihe excitement 
of applause had become to her like an intoxicating 
drug. Her art was not yet to her a metier^ it had 
still poetry left for her. Her Yoice sdll trembledi 
her hand still tamed iee-eold after a scene of paa« 
■on or emotion. She was in the bloom of healthi 
youth and strength; — she had intellect, energy, 
physical power ; — she was gaining, every hour, ia 
finish and certainty of execution, in grace and 
smoothness of action ; — and she retired, with her 
wreath of glory yet iresh and budding lound her 
brow, and while the sympathy between her and 
her audience had all the norelty and enthusiam 
of a first love. She chose, for her last appearance 
in public, the Norma, In this character she had 
appeared on her dibQi at Venice, in 1838, when 
she passed the Rubicon which separates a priYato 
from a public existence. In this character she 
had produced her first great effect in England* 
She wished to take leave of her audience under 
die same semblance in which she had captivated 
and conquered them. She had not faltered in hei 
resolution, which had become a duty ; she ooold 
not for a moment regret the change from a bril- 
liant, but troubled existence, to an honored and 
tranquil home, — ^but she had sufiicient sensibility 
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to fe«I that this was not merely a parting, but a 
ncrifice ; that, in taking leave of the stage — ^thal 
arena of glory for all her family, — she was re* 
Bouncmg her vocation and her birthright She 
sat for some time weeping in her dressing-room, 
trying in vain to regain composure. Behind the 
scenes — ^where all was usually noise and gossip— 
reigned a sort of funereal silence. From her com- 
panions, who were accustomed to sing with her, 
and to derive inspiration from her genius, down to 
tiie lowest officials of the theatre,— all of whom 
she had won by multiplied kind offices, and by her 
fVank and gentle bearing,— there was not one who 
did not look serious if not sad ; some were even 
in tears. Before the curtain there was an immense 
house, — ^hushed, yet, now and then, breaking into 
sounds of impatience, — ^for there was some unu- 
sual delay. The overture and first scenes were 
scarcely listened to; and, when she appeared,— 
the whole audience rising nmultaneously, greeted 
her with such an acclaim as made the very walls 
shake. Overpowered, so as to lose all self posses 
flion, she covered her face with her hands — and 
still keeping her majestic atdtude by the Druid 
altar — stood still, — the tears streaming, — her whole 
frame trembling ; at last making a motion as if to 
implore forbearance, the shouts of applause sub- 
sided, and she made a desperate effort to com- 
mence. In vain ! — ^the sounds were choked — 
suffocated. After a struggle, almost painful to 
witness, she clasped her bands together; and, lean* 
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ing her face on the altar, fairly gaye way to an 
controllable emotion. There was a short pause of 
deep silence, respect, and sympathy — then the 
feelings of the excited audience burst forth again 
in prolonged acclamations. 

At length she gained sufficient self-possession to 
begin. Her voice was at first feeble, husky, scarce 
audible; but gathering courage as she proceeded, 
she gave the " Casta Diva " with something of her 
ttsual spirit and brilliance, — ^was encored, — suc- 
ceeded better, — and went through the rest of the 
part with the more energy, perhaps, from the state 
of excitement and emotion into which she had 
been thrown ; and certiunly, she never acted more 
magnificently. She made no attempt at a farewell 
address ; but picking up a wreath of laurel, and a 
bouquet from among those flung at her feet, she 
pressed them to her lips, and, with an expresuve 
look and gesture, and a gentle inclination of the 
head, disappeared. On recovering herself, in he"* 
dressing-room, she looked at the laurel-wreath an'] 
flowers, still clasped in her hand, and exclaimef^ 
with a gush of mournful feeling : ** What I — is H 
all over ? — And is this all that remains ? " 

No— -NOT all! 
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